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KILLINGTON PARSONAGE. 

«< To them was life a simple art 
Of duties to be done, 
A game where each one took his part, 
A race where each must run." 

" Oh ! here you are, at last, Kizzie 1" cried 
Mrs. Qriswold with a sigh of relief as her long 
watch at the window through the deepening 
twilight was rewarded by the entrance of her 
daughter, whose bright fece was all aglow 
through the chestnut curls blown about it by 
the keen November wind against which she 
had been running. 
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6 A LITTLE LEAVEN, 

" Yes, mother, and it did seem oruel to be 
away from home so long, this last day, but I 
couldn't help it You know I had to go all 
over the village." 

" Yes, darling; and I am afraid you had to 
pass by some places, where it would have been 
better for you to have called." 

" No, mother ; I went every where, even 
THERE I" answered Elizzie, with a slight ges- 
ture of her hand, in which she held a little 
sprig of arbor-vitae, plucked from the ever- 
green tree that stood in the old churchyard, 
at the head of two little mounds, beneath 
which had been lying for many months, those 
who left this country parsonage with no merry 
voice of childhood to gladden it Tear an- 
swered tear in the eyes of the mother and 
daughter, but Mr. Griswold now entered and 
gave a voice to the silent appeal which the tea- 
table had been making for a long time, and 
then called upon Kizzie for a full report of 
her parish visits. 

''I am afraid I shall have to steal you 
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A LITTLE LEAVEN. 7. 

away from motlier a little while longer," said 
Mr. Grriswold, as his daughter seemed to have 
finished her half-merry, half-tearM account 
of the calls she had made, and the different 
ways in which the members of her fether's 
flock had expressed their grief at the approach- 
ing departure of their fevorite. "There is 
poor Aunt Nabby, who must have a call, even 
if you and I have to go out on purpose to 
make it, to-night," and then answering an 
appealing glance of his wife's sweet face, he 
said: "Why, my dear, I really shouldn't 
dare to preach, with Aunt Nabby's blind eyes 
fixed upon me, if I had left her pet, our Kizzie, 
neglect her." 

" But, figither, I went there, of course ! I 
thought I had told you, that was what kept 
me so late. She wanted me to read just one 
more chapter to her, and it seemed to me that 
she chose the very longest one in the whole 
Bible, I was in such a hurry to get back to you 
and mother ; but she offered such a good prayer 
for me afterward, that I was well paid for 
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8 A LITTLE LEAVEN. 

staying ; but I do wish slie wouldn't call me 
Keziah." 

" Why not, my daughter ? I really have 
been laboring under the impression for nearly 
sixteen years, that that was your name." 

" Don't make ftm of me, please I I know I 
was named Keziah ; but it sounds so queer 
and old-feshioned, I feel as if I never shall 
grow solemn enough to have it fit me. If 
you and mother should call me so, I believe 
I should run away firom home immediately." 

After the evening meal was over, while 
Mr. and Mrs. Griswold were necessarily occu- 
pied elsewhere, KLzzie went into the study, 
which had become recently the home-room 
of the quiet family, who grieved for the 
mournful providence which made it no longer 
necessary that the door should be closed upon 
the minister, lest the noisy prattle and gay 
laughter of the little ones should disturb his 
thoughts. No I the door can stand wide open 
now, without danger that busy little fingers 
will work mischief at the desk, making ram- 
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bling, imitative marks on the half-finished 
sermon, or in the favorite book. No I all is 
in perfect order now, and Kizzie's gentle voice 
has no disturbance for the fether in its tones. 
But sometimes the silence grows cruelly pain- 
ful to the mother's still bleeding heart, and 
she steals away to the place where she has 
carefdlly laid aside some manuscripts and 
books, which, to her, are fiar less precious in 
themselves, than for some de&cing lines, which 
" naughty hands made thoughtlessly," before 
they passed beyond her gentle restraint or 
loving pressure. 

The full moonlight shone in through the 
windows of this room, clearly revealing every 
thing within it. It seemed to Elizzie as her 
eye wandered from object to object, that each 
one of them had a living tenderness about it, 
through some association, which sent an added 
pang to her heart at the thought of leaving 
home. 

There were the books on their plain home- 
made shelves, which had interested her through 
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all the changes of her maturing taste. There 
were the commentaries and encydopedias 
which had opened wide her baby eyes with 
wonder, and touched her young heart with its 
first lessons in that tender pity which can 
never flow in sufficient abundance to satisfy 
the demand of this sorrowful world, as she 
saw on the pictured page, the little forsaken 
Moses, "weeping sore" for his mother's ten- 
derer rocking, while sister Miriam, eagerly 
watches from behind a sheltering tree the ap- 
proach of the grand princess and her stately 
train ; or the same Moses grown to manhood, 
lifting up in the midst of a suffering crowd of 
men, women, and little children, each stung by 
a flying serpent, the mysterious image upon 
which they must look or die ; or the wicked 
brothers throwing at the feet of the doting 
fether the gay coat dabbled with blood, while 
the captive Joseph is seen in the distance in the 
midstof a band of retreating Ishmaelites; and 
so on through the whole panorama of Old 
Testament scenes. Then the low shelf with its 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A LITTLE LEAVEN. 11 

child's library, stood out distinctly to her 
vieV, recalling to her memory the little 
brother and sister, into whose hands these 
books had descended when she had grown 
beyond their hbc, and whose touch had hal- 
lowed every page to the inmates of the par- 
sonage, since the precious ones had passed 
from the dreary ways of earth into the fields 
of light. And low on the wall, hung by the 
tender fether within range of baby eyes, was 
a little picture of the dear Saviour, with a 
group of children aroimd him, which told a 
like story to Eazzie of the same dear ones, 
now safe in the bosom of Him toward whom 
they used to stretch out their eager arms as 
their mother showed them the picture, and 
helped it to tell its sweet story with a few 
simple words. 

And even the grim portrait of John Knox 
looked down upon her with an almost loving 
expression, she thought, as the moonlight and 
her tears softened the rigid lines of his stem 
&ce which had followed her with searching 
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eyes ever since her memory began. But her 
overcharged eyes overflowed as they fell upon 
her father's study-chair, with its well-worn 
arms, and dose at hand the little sewing-chair, 
with its faded chintz cover, where her mother 
always sat with busy fingers, when not en- 
gaged in household duties. 

Kizzie had brought her childish troubles, 
her scruples of conscience, and her anxieties, 
in the infancy of her religious life, into this 
room, and sitting between these two chairs, 
at the feet of their loving occupants, had 
poured out the whole story, and been soothed, 
instructed, and strengthened at once. But 
now she is to go away from home for the first 
time, to be among entire strangers, and in the 
midst of the distractions and temptations of a 
boarding-school; and in this coming time, 
when she will need counsel and encourage- 
ment more than in all her life before, she will 
have to stand alone as &r as human support 
is concerned; and in a strange bustling 
world, she must live the lessons of self-control 
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and loveliness, which she has learned in the 
undisturbed quiet of a country parsonage. 

Her wise, self-forgetful mother had found 
they were sacrificing their daughter's best 
ultimate good, by sheltering her so entirely 
from that which she must some time en- 
counter; saying like another tenderly wise 
mother: " I should love better than any thing 
beside to indulge my daughter, and shield 
her from personal responsibility, if I knew 
into whose hands she would fall; but I 
must train her for a rough world." So, si- 
lencing the appeals of her heart, which longed 
for the sympathy and companionship of her 
daughter, Mrs. Griswold had urged that 
Kizzie should be sent from home for a time, 
to learn lessons of independence and self- 
reliance, better learned elsewhere than in such 
a home as hers. 

To-morrow Kizzie must set forth alone 
for Quinnipiac, where her father had de- 
cided it to be best to place her, partly 
from the feet that a highly valued cousin and 



Digitized 



by Google 



14 A UTTLB LEAVEN. 

friend, whose fimiily Kizzie had frequently 
visited with her parents, resided there, and 
would always give her a homelike welcome ; 
but chiefly on account of the superiority of 
the school in its moral, Uterary, and social in- 
fluences. Two circumstances prevented Mr. 
Griswold fix)m accompanying his daughter on 
her journey ; one arising from the unusual 
pressure of parochial duties, and the other 
from the gauntness of his purse, which seemed 
to wear a reproving look, as he drew it forth 
to consult it upon the propriety of doing what 
his heart longed to do, to comfort and aid 
Kizzie, by introducing her himself into the 
trying position of novice in a city school. So 
he was forced to content himself with receiv- 
ing an assurance from his cousin, Mr. Love- 
land, that he would be ready to receive 
Kizzie at the ndlroad station, and that she 
should spend all the Sabbaths in his &mily, 
while he would introduce her into the school 
with as much tender interest as if she were his 
own daughter. 
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A LITTLE LBAYEN. 15 

Many tender words were spoken that night in 
the little study — ^words to which Kizzie oonld 
make no reply, as she sat in her old place, 
with her head laid in her mother's lap, and 
her hand held &st in her Other's ; but her 
memory stored them carefully, and she found 
them helpftilly at her service, in doubtful 
future hours. Every caress of her mother's 
soft hand, as she gently stroked Eizzie's hair, 
sent a pang to the poor girl's heart, as she 
thought that to-morrow would carry her fin 
beyond the reach of that loving, helpful hand, 
and she could only sigh and sob, till her 
mother, fearing she would make herself too 
ill to endure the journey, suggested that the 
usual time for fifcmily worship should be anti- 
cipated, that the necessary packing might be 
done, which might divert Elizzie's mind from 
too constant thought of the coming separation. 
Mr. Qriswold's voice trembled as he com- 
mended this their "one little ewe lamb," to 
the care of the Shepherd of Israel, and them- 
selves to his comforting grace. After a short 
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stay in another favorite position of Elizzie's, 
which she had never quite outgrown — sl seat 
on her fether's knee — ^the good-night kiss was 
exchanged, and Mrs. Griswold and her 
daughter went up to Eazzie's own room, 
where ihey found Dinah, a black servant 
who had been with Mrs. Griswold eve^ since 
her marriage, and who claimed a large por- 
tion of the good graces and kindnesses of the 
femily, waiting to receive them with her tray 
of nicely-ironed muslins, demanding Kizzie's 
ready praise. After some hesitation, Dinah 
produced from beneath her ample apron, a 
glass box, whose cover was ornamented with ' 
a bouquet of artificial flowers of innumerable 
hues — Sk libel upon nature — ^and with ill- 
concealed pride, and iatense satisfiwstion in her 
queer old face, presented it to " Miss Eazzie," 
as a keepsake, with a most ambitious speech ; 
for Dinah's besetting weakness was to under- 
take the management of words altogether too 
large for her. Eazzie good-humoredly ac- 
cepted and admired the gift, restraining her 
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horror at its untastefulness, since it expressed 
Dinah's pride and love of the fiunily. But 
Mrs. Gfriswold soon found that Dinah's admi- 
ration of her gift, and her engrossing anxiety 
about it, sadly interfered with the delicate 
operation of packing a winter's and spring's 
wardrobe in the compass of one trunk, for it 
was desirable to give Kizzie as little baggage 
as possible to take care of in her lonely 
journey. 

Dinah would put the box tenderly in one 
comer of the trunk, and say: "Now, Miss 
Kizzie, do'n you put noffin on the sumniat, 
then til ride easy there 1" But after taking 
a view of it from a distance, with her head 
on one side, with a comical expression of de- 
lighty she would &ncy another position pre- 
ferable for the safe carriage of her treasure, 
and pull it out to the great disturbance of 
Mrs. Qriswold's careful arrangements; till 
finally, long-enduring patience was exhausted, 
and Dinah was banished to her own room, 
which was a museum of absurdities, which 

2* 
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18 A LITTLE LEAVEN. 

had amazed and fascmated the large-eyed 
little Kizzie, with its walls covered with 
Thanksgiving and Fast proclamations, made 
attractive to Dinah by the huge letters, and 
the grand State-seal ; postage-stamps from old 
letters, arranged in odd figures like nothing 
upon the earth beneath; and mutilated pic- 
tures thrown away among waste papers, but 
carefully recovered by her coveting hands ; 
to this receptacle of all cumbersome and value- 
less articles was Dinah banished, under the 
pretext of preparing herself by sleep in the 
first part of the night, for early rising, and a 
grand demonstration of her cooking powers 
at the break&st-table the next morning, in 
honor of Miss Kizzie's departure. So with 
lingering glances at the box, which Mrs. 
Qriswold assured her should be tenderly 
cared for, she departed, leaving the mother 
alone with her daughter. 

When the trunk was in perfect order, Mrs. 
Griswold, after assisting Kizzie to undress, 
knelt with her, hand in hand, in prayer, and 
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then soothing the excited girl to quiet, by 
cheerfiil talk of what slle would see and en- 
joy, she sat beside her till the soft eyes closed, 
and the heart forgot its sorrows in pleasant 
dreams. And what earnest cries went up to 
the Throne of Grace, fix)m the mother's 
chamber, before its inmates slept, need not be 
told to those who have ever sent forth their 
heart's treasure into a world of unbelief 
and tempting folly ; and who, by the feeling 
of their own utter powerlessness to guard 
agamst the downfell of trust and purity, have 
been driven to that Friend, able and willing, 
with the assurance that they shall not seek 
His aid in vain ; and who have learned to 
cast all their care upon Him who careth for 
them, with unutterable gratitude for the gift 
of such help in time of need. 
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n. 

GOOD MORNING. 

" Kind thoughts attend thee ftom the place, 
Where thoa hast been so long 
A dafly sight, a household &oe, 
A mate in wdtk and song." 

Mes. Gbiswold's kisses brought Kizzie 
bax5k from happy forgetfiilness, to a sudden con- 
sciousness that THE day had come; and it was 
well for her that the sight of Dinah's homely 
face, surmounted by a gaudy turban, and il- 
luminated by a candle, with the aid of whose 
light she was plunging into the recesses of 
the trunk, for a final observation of the box, 
her epitome of beauty, which occupied its 
roomiest comer, called to the aid of Kizzie's 
self-control, her keen sense of the ludicrous, and 
sent the intrusive tears back to wait for a second 
call. Her curls were soon looped with the 
simple grace of a fashion all her own, and the 
plain travelling-dress, with its spotless collar 
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and CTifib, adjusted to the little figure ; and the 
mother thought, with pardonable pride, that a 
lovelier fece would hardly be found in Miss 
Blake's schpol, while Dinah's admiration was 
loudly expressed. But Mr. Griswold summoned 
them to the study, for prayers, and in spite of 
the bright light of the just risen sun, he found 
the type of the Greek Testament, from which 
he always read, somewhat blurred; and 
Kizzie made strange mistakes in her usually 
ready rendering firom the French Bible ; but 
the mother's controlled voice as she read, 
" But the Spirit also helpeth our infirmities," 
brought both of them back to the unfeiling 
repository of strength, and the marvellous 
closing words of the chapter, " Who shall 
separate us fi:om the love of Christ ?" were 
read with a firm triumphant voice. 

AU the devoted patience and effort of Mrs. 
Griswold and Kizzie, had &iled to teach 
Dinah the mystery of reading, yet she always 
held a Bible in her hands with great solemni- 
ty of aspect, and looked as if she had a wise 
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comprelieiision of every thing whicli was read. 
And as "Massa Qriswold" offered his daily 
petition that " she, who served them faithftdly 
on earth, might dwell rejoicingly with them 
in heaven," her ignorant soul felt after its 
Maker, if haply it might find Him strong to 
supply those needs which it vaguely felt 

The song of praise was not forgotten, in 
which sweetly blended the rich base of the 
father, Mrs. Griswold's soft alto, and Kizzie's 
clear joyous treble, as they sung some verses 
from Keble's morning hymn : 

" New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising provei 
Through sleep and darkness safelj brought, 
Hestored to life, and power, and thought. 

" New merdes each returning day 
Hoyer around us while we pray ; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 
New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

" If on our dally course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find ; 
New treasures still of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 
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" Old friends^ old scenes will lovelier be 
As more of heaven in each we see^ 
Some softening gleam of love and prajer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 

** The trivial round, the daily task 
Will furnish all we ought to ask ; 
Boom to deny ourselves — a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 

" Seek we no more : content with these, 
Let present rapture, oomfbrt^ ease, 
As Heaven shall bid them, qoi^q and go— 
The secret this of rest below. 

" Only, Lord I in thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above, * 

And help us, this and every d|iy 
To live more nearly as we pray." 

The breakfest was a complete fidlure; 
Dinah saw with half-sympathy, in spite of 
her indignation, the carelessness with which 
each one of the little company treated her 
laborious efforts for the gratification of their 
individual tastes, and that each, with kindly 
deceit, feigned an appetite. 

So mingled iadeed were Dinah's feelings 
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of sympathy and wratli, that in her frequent 
passing between the breakfast-room and her 
own quarters, her ill-balanced wits became 
quite disturbed, and she had carried backward 
and forward the same plate of cooling buck- 
wheats, unnoticed by the little family, strug- 
gling with their sorrowftd thoughts, until 
their attention was challenged, by her bring- 
ing and placing upon the table, in her cul- 
minated discomposure, instead of the appro- 
priate crisp fritters, the griddle which they 
had just left. The solemn unconsciousness 
with which this act was performed, overturned 
the gravity of the whole party, and carried 
them through the parting scene better than 
they could have endured it without this di- 
version. Mr. Griswold went to the cars with 
his daughter. Dinah retired with her self- 
disgust and grie^ and was not again seen, till 
she emerged from a dark closet, fix)m which 
Mrs. Griswold had heard smothered sounds 
issuing ; for Dinah thought it quite beneath the 
dignity of her characteristic stoicism to msfhi- 
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fest any feeling. As they rose firom the table 
she took the salt-cellar, with which Kizzie 
had a habit of playing at table, and put it 
upon the topmost shelf of the china-closet, in- 
sisting that neither it, nor the spoon which 
Eozzie had left standing upright in the salt, 
should be disturbed until ^' Miss Eizzie" was 
home again, and that no hand but heis should 
remove it 

And now the Vermont parsonage subsides 
into its ordinary quiet. The good pastor re- 
sumes his pen and finishes his interrupted 
sermon with many a smothered sigh, and the 
dear mother goes about her needful duties, 
sending up constantly from her ever-prajring 
heart earnest petitions for her who had just 
gone forth. 
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ALL BAGGAGE AT THE BISK OF 
THE OWNER 

*< ALA.S ! I can but love thee ? 
U&y God bless thee, my beloved I 
May Qod bless thee r* 

Ejzzie Griswold soon found she must 
depend entirely upon her own resources for 
her enjoyment of the day's ride. The Au- 
tumn's barren fields and bleaik hills, with their 
scattered patches of untimely snow, made her 
eyes ache with their desolateness ; her com- 
panions, as she glanced around, all worp that 
self-absorbed fixedness of expression so uni- 
versal among our travellers — and the baby in 
the seat before her, her last and strongest 
hope, fell asleep, closing its staring expres- 
sionless eyes in the very face of her coaxing 
devices for its amusement 

So Kizzie betook herself to the repair and 
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completion of a fevorite air-oasfle, to which 
unprofitable style of architecture she was too 
much inclined. But her airy nothings were 
designed rather for the comfort and resting 
place of her father and mother in their coming 
age, than for her own romantic indulgence or 
selfish pleasure. There was to be a tastefiil 
chapel filled with appreciative listeners, to 
whom her fiither was to preach just when 
and as he plea^d; for she knew that his 
heart was too much in the work to which his 
life was devoted, to allow him to be happy 
without the opportunity of doing good in this 
his chosen way. So he should stiU preach, 
but be entirely independent for support, of 
the changing opinions of a capricious people, 
and able to luxuriate in doing good, unmo- 
lested by the dogging thought that life was 
almost worn away, and yet no provision had 
been made for his family. And then there 
was to be a Home— a house of their own ; 
they themselves the joint-stock company to 
own it, with none to molest or make afraid. 
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This was to be fumislied witli a library for 
the fiither, contaimng every volume he could 
desire, and many a luxury for the patient, 
self-denying mother, in whom natural pride 
and Christian grace silenced every complaint 
of want. Ejzzie delighted in gathering toge- 
ther in this homestead of her imagination, 
every thing which the hearts of her parents 
could desire, and taxed her taste to adorn 
and beautify it worthily. . 

But she was startled from such reveries as 
these, by the train's reaching a junction-sta- 
tion, which she suddenly renxembered to be 
the place where she must look at her baggage 
and see that it was properly checked for 
Quinnipiac. She hastened out of the car and 
down the platform to a bustling crowd gath- 
ered about the baggage-car. The whole 
depot was in confiision. Noisy engines, im- 
patient to be gone, were directed toward every 
point of the compass ; men trundling trucks, 
were rushing furiously through the long in- 
closure, endangering the limbs and lives of 
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themselves, and all around them; unpro- 
tected women, with perplexed, anxious &oes, 
were in fiuntical pursuit of curious, nm- 
away children, or engaged in a fruitless search 
through piles of baggage of puzzling simi- 
larity for their own special possessions. Kiz- 
zie, somewhat dizzy with her sudden de- 
scent from aerial regions, and i with the uni- 
versal hurry, mustered all her courage and 
womanly dignity, and resolutely set about 
identifying her own property* But what was 
her dismay, after long looking in vain, to re- 
cognize her trunk in. sorry plight, for its 
treacherous spring-lock had'i given way, and, 
worst of all, various articles, not including, for- 
tunately, Dinah's gift) had fellen out, and were 
scattered hither and thitiier on the platform. 
She hardly knew firsi^ whether to laugh or 
cry, but the whistling steam warned her that 
she might be left to her fate, unless she 
speedily set about righting her wardrobe. 
The conductor, to whose special care she had 
been intrusted, and who had been quite de- 
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voted when she had no need of his aid, stood 
near, coolly looking beyond her, and making 
no offers of assistance, while all the men and 
women around her were too busy " seeking 
their own" to give anything more than a^ 
look of pity to her distress. She was begin- 
ning to feel very forlorn, and ad if the tears 
would soon flow in spite of her struggles 
against them, when she heard a rough, good- 
natured voice behind her cry* out: "Avast 
there 1 here's a trim little brig in distress I 
Let an old sailor lend a hand, my pretty." 

Kizzie saw she could trust his honest 
weather-worn face, and welcomed his aid. 
Soon they were sure all the disturbed articles 
were in their places, and the sailor disap- 
peared, but quickly returned with a piece of 
coarse rope, and made it &st around the im- 
ruly trunk which was then committed to the 
baggage-master's care. Just as this was done, 
the saUor spied at a distance Eizzie's little 
Bible, which had been pushed by careless 
feet beyond them, and so had escaped their 
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notice. As lie picked it up and saw what it 
was, lie lield it tenderly, and said half to him- 
self: 

" I had one once. The old woman, Heaven 
rest her I" and here he touched his tarpaulin 
reverently, "handed hers to me, just as I 
was off on my last voy'ge. Says she : * Tom, 
my boy 1 here's the chart and the anchor for 
you ; there's no mistake in it, and it's sure to 
hold. It's been your poor old mother's stay 
all her life. O Tom, my boy!' says she, 
* you've always been good to me ; read it for 
my sake, if you won!t for any thing else.' " 
Here Tom's voice faltered, but he went on in 
reply to Kizzie's look of interest. " Then I 
was off on a long voy'ge. I looked into the 
book once or twice out of curiosity, to find 
what 'twas that mother had anchored to in 
all the storms I knew she'd weathered. Well, 
one day when we was becalmed, I was lying 
on the deck reading a little in it, when the 

^" [Tom passed over the ready epithet as 

he met the pure eyes fixed on his] " sec- 
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ond mate came along and knocked it out of 
my hand into the water. I jumped on him 
quicker than lightning, and flattened him on 
the deck, and then jumped overboard after 
my old mother's Bible, but it had got way 
beyond me, and was just going down. I was 
a mind to go down after it, but they lowered 
the boat for me, and then kept me in irons for 
a week, for the way Pd served the mate. 
The first man I met ashore told me the old 
woman was safe in the Harbor, and 'twas no 
use putting into old Bristol to see her." Here 
the hard hand was drawn quickly across the 
moistened eyes. 

"But haven't you had any Bible since 
then?" 

" No, Miss. I've thought sometimes Td turn 
in and buy one, but 'twoiddn't be like that." 

Kizzie hesitated. The Bible which Tom 

had returned to her had belonged to her little 

sister, who had just learned to read with care 

the holy words, and who had given it to Eaz- 

* zie with her own dear little hands, just before 
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she died ; and it had many passages marked 
by her loving mother's hand. But then she 
thought, perhaps he will never think of a 
Bible again if I keep this from him. So 
stifling a sigh of regret at the loss of such a 
memorial of home, with the thought of the 
possible good it might do this poor man, for 
whom there was no one left on earth to care, 
she wrote hastily in it, with a pencil, her ad- 
dress, and thrusting the book into his hand, 
said : " Ask God to help you understand it ; 
bring it back to me some time, and I will give 
you another for it." And then hastening to 
the cars, she had hardly time to fidrly enter 
before they were in quickening motion. She 
hastened to seat herself by a window, through 
which she saw her sailor friend, still standing 
where she had left him, his hat under his 
arm, and his hands clasped over the little 
Bible, while his fece was still turned toward 
the door through which she had disappeared. 
She waved her hand, but could not attract his 
attention, and rapidly passed beyond further 
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sight of lim, but not away from thought of 
what she had done. She could hardly help 
feeling an oppressive sense of guilt at having 
. parted with a book which had all the added 
sacredness of the memory of a sister in 
heaven, and she was impatient to write to 
her father and mother for their approval. 

She found on her arrival at Qxdnnipiac, hei 
cousin Eichard looking eagerly for her, with 
a carriage ready for her conveyance to the 
house of her "Uncle," as she called her father's 
cousin. Eichard Loveland looked rather 
quizzically at her trunk which she pointed out 
to him, with its peculiar unomamental listen- 
ing. She hurriedly told the story of her ad- 
venture, while Bichard and the baggage-man 
used their utmost strength and skill to untie 
the sailor's knot, and a knife was found neces- 
sary to supply the deficiencies of nautical 
knowledge, before the somewhat festidious 
Bichard could make up his mind to ride 
through the city streets with Kizzie's trunk 
upon the rack of the carriage. 
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On arriving at Mr. Loveland's, Kjzzie was 
at once made to feel as mucli at home as pos- 
sible. Her annt's mother-like kiss, Mr. Love- 
land's heartiness of welcome, Jamie's clamor- 
ous expressions of delight, the quieter affec- 
tionate greeting of Q-race, and little Kitty's 
sweet lips presented for a kiss, half because 
she loved every body, and half fix)m remem- 
brance of Kizzie's sununer visit with her 
father and mother ; all this made her heart 
at rest, and prevented any homesick regrets. 
The evening passed pleasantly away, with 
cheerful conversation and music, and Kizzie, 
wearied by her journey, was sent, by her 
careful aunt, to her room immediately after 
prayers. 
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IV. 

SUNDAYS. 

" Wb offer Thee thy Sabbath-day I 
« 4> « « 4> « 
Thoa dost receive it in the skies 
And makest it Eternity 1" 

The Sabbaths at Mr. Loveland's were the 
best of all the week. Never dreaded as in 
some houses, the heads of whom profess to 
honor the Lord of the day, and to delight in 
his service. Neither had Mr. and Mrs. Love- 
land any thing in common with those people 
who, in the words of a late poem, " always 
sigh when they thank God." They were re- 
markably happy-looking people, and it was 
as clear as day that it was their religion which 
made them so. There was a heartiness and 
an every-dayness, if one might so express it, 
about their religious life, which impressed 
their children, and all whom the intimacy of 
friendship brought near to them, with the 
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certainly that thej were honest in their belief 
of what Gbd had said to them, and that they 
were living out this belief, not only with all 
their power, but with their heartiest interest. 
So it was not so much in the nature of the 
Sunday occupations at Mr. Loveland's that 
the difference between this and too many 
houses consisted. The same routine might be 
gone through in many a family where the 
Sabbath would still have remained a weariness 
and a doubly long day. No; the father and 
mother threw their whole hearts intothesimple 
exercises, and the children's followed, of course. 
Kiz2ae was waked that bright Sunday 
morning by the sound of the dressing-bell, 
and was amazed at the strangeness of all 
around her. But a little recollection, and a 
good deal of rubbing of her half-opened eyes, 
brought to her mind where she was and what 
day it was. So rising quickly, and first restor- 
ing all her faculties, dulled by sleep, by clear 
cold water, she knelt and offered her morning 
prayer of thankBgiving for care during the 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



88 A LITTLE LEAVEN. 

night, and petitions for grace to keep the Lord's 
day worthily. On descending to the breakfast- 
room she found all in their places with cheer- 
ful faces and good morning welcomes. Morn- 
ing worship followed, at which each read in 
turn, and each joined in the hymn, to which 
Richard played a soft accompaniment on the 
piano. After the prayer, in which it was 
almost impossible not to join, so personal were 
its earnest petitions, and so applicable to the 
needs and special interests of each one present, 
the Sabbath-school lessons were reviewed; 
for each of the fianily, excepting Kittie, was 
connected with that which the best men of 
this &vored time consider as the almost unfail- 
ing nursery of the Church. Eichard was the 
teacher of a bright group of boys, James and 
Grrace had each their chosen class, and even 
little Kittie prattled much of the coming 
smnmer, when if " very good," she had the 
promise of entering the Infent Department, 
of which Mrs. Loveland was the Superintend- 
ent, while Mr. Loveland had the charge of a 
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large Bible-class of young men, over whom 
his influence was most liappj. After the 
second chuich-servioe, and when each mem« 
ber of the family has spent half an hour alone 
in his room, they gathered round the early 
tea-table, and then all met in the library for 
the evemng exercises^ which were different on 
each Sunday of the month. 

On the first, which this happened to be, Mr. 
Loveland organized his &mily into a home 
monthly concert for missions. To each one 
some particular mission was given in charge, 
and he was expected to be prepared to give 
any news received from any of its stations, 
and any matters of interest connected with 
its manners, customs, religious state and pro* 
mise. Jamie called his tall brother Bichard, 
who reported from the China missions, " Shang- 
hai" altogether ; he himself attended to the 
stations of Turkey with great energy. Grace 
tasked her power of research to the utmost, to 
find all of interest in relation to Afiica. Mrs. 
Loveland's dearest fitther had spent his whole 
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life in hard service as a missionaiy in India, and 
his son John Penfidd, was expected to add 
much to the interest of the little conference by 
his reports from that country. His remem- 
brance of his native land where hehadremained 
until his sixteenth year, together with his 
father's frequent letters of lively description, 
aided him greatly in his department. Mrs. 
Loveland contributed her share in the form' 
of information about Syria and Assyria, while 
Mr. Loveland took charge of all the posts left 
without sentinels, and also followed the rest, 
gleaning what they had scattered or neglected. 
All the reports were given from memory, not 
formally, but aided and enlivened by questions, 
and often giving rise to the most lively con- 
versation. The home missionary jfield which 
Mr. Loveland had long felt to be too large 
and important for his burthened hands, was 
unanimously voted into Kizzie's charge, and 
her uncle promised to provide her with the 
papers, magazines, and books of reference 
which she would find it necessary or helpful 
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lo consult. Elissie was delighted not only 
with the matter communicated, but with the 
life and interest which all showed during the 
entire evening. As this little stoij has mostly 
to do with Kizzie's week-day life, perhaps the 
plans which she found were pursued on sub- 
sequent Sabbaths, might better be mentioned 
in this connection. On the second Sunday 
of the month there was generally a recitation 
of the catechism, in which all joined, even 
Uttle Kjttie being allowed to " sit up" until 
she repeated the few answers she had learned. 
After this came illustrative anecdotes or 
original ezpositions of some topic chosen for 
the purpose on the previous Sunday. Each 
was at liberty to select or prepare for himself 
this contribution. The exercise of Ae third 
Sunday consisted of reports from- iSie diflferent 
benevolent associations exclusive of foreign 
and home missions, to which they had already 
attended — to which the fiunily were con- 
tributors. These were managed in the same 
manner with the mission stations. To each 
4* 
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individual was assigned some society in whicli 
lie was supposed to feel a peculiar interest, 
and about which he was expected to learn a 
great many things interesting to be known. 

Grace Loveland chose for herself to collect 
intelligence of the Sunday-School Union, both 
of the Parent Society and its Auxiliaries. And 
she gathered together so many charming stories 
of the influence of the volumes and papers 
issued by these Societies, that the interest of 
the femily in this regard was not suffered to 
flag. Eichard performed the same work for 
the Tract Society, with a like result ; while 
Jamie, whose mathematical mind delighted in 
statistics, was in danger of confining himself 
in his report of the Bible Society, to over- 
whelming statements in round numbers reach- 
ing to unmanageable millions and trillions, 
"tending rather to astonish than to edify," as 
Richard with budding sententiousness re- 
marked, and thought rather dry and lacking 
in interest by all but Jamie himself 

John Penfield's report of the American and 
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Foreign Clmstian Union was one of lihe great- 
est pleasures of the evening. He sought in- 
telligence in every possiHe direction, and 
made up his contribution from conversation 
with the German colporteur of Quinnipiac, 
and from reference to foreign newspapers and 
magazines, as weU as from home publications. 
Mrs. Loveland always brought a delightfiil 
budget of anecdote and information from the 
Five Points Mission and Children's Aid So- 
ciety. After Kizzie had related her adventure 
with Tom, and the loss of her Bible had been 
repaired from the store which Jamie's connec- 
tion with the Society gave into his hands, the 
attention of the femily was at once drawn to 
the fact, that with all their monthly topics of 
interest, the sailor had no advocate, and Kizzie 
was declared the proper patron of the Seamen's 
Friend Society, she being the only one who 
could claim a personal acquaintance with 
one of this most interesting class. Peace, 
Colonization, and the remaining kindred So- 
cieties fell to the charge of Mr. Loveland, and 
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to him of course belonged the general super- 
vision of the whole. 

On the fourth Sunday came that which was 
perhaps, the favorite exercise of the children 
when compared with the others, in all of 
which they felt the deepest interest. Each 
one was expected to choose a character fiK>m 
the Bible during the previous week, and make 
it a subject of thought, reading, and study. 
Not merely the name, native country, and the 
most noticeable acts of the chosen individual 
were to be brought forward before this fianily 
court : but every peculiarity, whether of body, 
soul, or mind; the age at which any noticed 
deed was done ; the probable motives prompt- 
ing it ; the circumstances by which he was sur- 
rounded at the time ; the character and influ- 
ence of the fiumly to which he belonged; and 
the manners and customs of the country and 
times in which he lived ; which would neces- 
sarily affect his natural characteristics. Any 
information or observations were considered 
in order which could bear in any way upon 
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the estimate of what the man really was and 
what he actually performed It was found 
necessary to pay very close attention to Jamie's 
arguments, for in his abounding zeal he some- 
times showed a lawyer-like disposition to 
" make the worse appear the better cause." 
His father was often obliged to' call upon him 
to produce his authority, chapter and verse, 
for his most emphatic statements, and so 
Jamie was sometimes brought to the confes- 
sion that he had been poaching in the fields 
of imagination to supply the deficiencies of 
history. He delighted chiefly in those per- 
sonages of Old Testament record, of whom 
scarcely any thing was known except the 
name, and from the scantiest materials he 
would construct an entertaining if not a truth- 
ful and instructive biography. Grace was 
one of those who seem consecrated fi*om birth, 
in whom the struggle of passing fi:om death 
in nature to life in Christ is scarcely percep- 
tible. She never went fitr away firom the 
Saviour in her selection of a character, and 
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preferred to talk of those who had been near- 
est Him, and loved him best. And little 
Kittie had so much of her sister's spirit, that 
after having been carefnlly taught by her 
mother, before the femily gathered together, 
some fiwjts about some child of the Bible, 
who would seem to excite her interest greatly 
at the time, yet as sure as her £Either asked, 
as. her turn in the circle came, " Whom is 
little Eatty going to tell us about to-night ? 
she would answer, letting slip all her later 
interests, "Jesus, papal" and tell, in her baby- 
tones, the ever-new, sweet story of the dear 
Shepherd, who, resting a moment from his 
wearying search in the wilderness for the lost 
sheep, took the lambs in his bosom — ^the little 
children in his arms, and blessed them— and 
flung wide open to them the door of the 
blessed fold, so that no man can ever shut it 
against them. This was so invariably the 
result of aU Mrs. Loveland's eflforts to induce 
Kitty to vary her contribution, that it was de- 
cided to let her have her own way. And Mr. 
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Loveland said it was well to be reminded on 
every " cliaracter-Sunday," as the children 
nxuned it, of the one perfect life ; and to have 
the unchanging standard thus held up to 
them, in order that each one of them might 
compare with it his own individual character, 
as well as measure by it the worth of the one 
assumed for the occasion. The evenings of 
the occasionally-recurring fifth Sundays were 
variously occupied. Sometimes there was 
reading aloud £rom some selected book, after 
which each one was required to write an ab- 
stract of what he had heard, giving his idea 
of the author's meaning and object ; and this 
was read aloud, and subject to the criticism 
and debate of the family. Or some topic 
would be chosen, and each one of the little 
company would be ambitious to bring forward 
as many passages of Scripture as possible, for 
its illustration and enforcement This &mily 
did not feel at liberty to fill up the hours of 
God's day with the dregs and refuse of the 
busy week, but poured into it the treasures 
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they had gathered through all the working- 
daya 

*' Simdftjs the pillars are 

On which heaven's palace arch^ lies : 
The other days fill up the spare 

And hollow room with yanitiea 
Thej are the fraitful bed and borders 

Li God*8 rich garden ; that is bare 
Which parts their ranks and orders." 
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GIRLS. 

"STANDiNa with reluctant feet, 
Where the brook and rirer meet." 

It is Monday morning. Kizzie is busily 
engaged in writing lier first letter home. So 
we will leave her to follow ns with her uncle, 
at nine o'clock, and run on before her to Miss 
Blake's school, that we may see the reception 
in preparation for her. Miss Blake occupies 
a large square mansion, a little aside from the 
centre of the city. Its extensive grotinds, 
which the summer makes charming, have no 
attraction now. So we will enter at once, and 
look about to find those who are to be Kizzie's 
companions. Miss Blake receives but ten 
boarders, and increases the number of her 
pupils, by admitting to recitation a very few 
girls from the families of her best Mends in 
Quinnipiao, A group of girls is gathered 
5 
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round the hall-register in earnest conversation- 
The rules of the school require them to be in 
their rooms at this time, immediately follow- 
ing breakfest and prayers, and engaged with 
their books. But there they are, talking in 
half- whispers, lest they be overheard by a 
teacher, and called to order. 

" Waathat she?" asked Dora Hammond, a 
tall, fine-featured girl, but with the bleak, un- 
lovely shadow of the world upon her face, 
and a hard, haughty expression, which did not 
seem in harmony with the loving tenderness 
with which she held her arm about her little 
sister Bessie. " Was that she who came into 
church yesterday with Eichard Loveland ?" 

"Yes," cried Dolly Goodrich, eagerly, 
" that girl with the plain blue hat, and no- 
thing in the world in thefeceof it but a white 
ruche 1" And here Dolly became speechless 
with horror, at such fearful destitution in a 
fellow-creature. 

''She's a minister's daughter, too," said 
Bebecca Lewis ; " and I suppose Miss Blake 
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will be forever holding her up to as as an 
example." 

" I think for one," continued Dora, " that 
Miss Blake is becoming altogether too demo- 
cratic. One doesn't know what she will take 
in next I If this new importation is L'ke 
those poky heathen girls, she'll be a great ac- 
quisition to us really I" 

A profound silence followed this lofly ora- 
tion. Dora was the autocrat among some of 
the girls, and enjoyed her tyrannous rule with 
but one drawback : the aristocratic Margaret 
Huntington was a very iceberg to her, in sj»te 
of her wiarmest flatteries ; she would neither 
bow down, nor be worshipped. And this was 
the Mordecai at Dora's gate, spoiling all the 
honors she could easily win from others. The 
butterfly, Dolly Goodrich, afl;er fluttering her 
pretty wings hesitatingly for a moment^ broke 
the silence: 

" There's another thing I think of What's 
the use of taking so much pains to have nice 
handsome dresses" — and here she glanced 
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complacently down upon her bright plaid, 
with its gay floating ribbons — " if we aren't 
going to be with well-dressed people? I 
don't believe the Carews, and that new Miss 
Ghriswold, own three silk dressjgs among 
theml" 

" Well, girls I who is being picked in pieces 
now?" asked Hannah Carr, as she stopped 
for a moment with them, on her way to the 
mnsic-room. She was an open-eyed, quick- 
moving Western girl; equally careless in 
conversation and dress, but a bright scholar ; 
and too keen in observation, and sharp iq 
speaking, to be encouraged to intimacy by 
any of the girls. 

"Nobody," replied Eebecca Lewis; "we 
were only talking about the new scholar — 
that girl with red hair, that sat with the 
Lovelands yesterday." 

"'Twasn't red a bit," cried little Bessie 
Hammond ; " she was just as pretty as she 
could be 1" 

"Hush, Bessie dear!" said her sister; 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A LrrriiS leaysit. 68 

"you don't undeistaad what we Bie talking 
about." 

''Bed, indeed I" echoed Hannah Cair, not 
minding at all the interruptions. "She is 
fifty times prettier than you are, Dolly Good- 
rich, and looks as if she knew something be- 
side I < Sed hair I' " and here Hannah went 
on her independent way ; but seeing one of 
the assistaait-teachers coming up the stairs, she 
ran back to tell the girls, that they might reach 
their rooms without notice, and was liot at all 
surprised nor disturbed to hear Dora comfort- 
ing DoUy, who was half-crying: ''Nevermind, 
Dolly; she is as rough as a bear, and hasn't any 
more feeling I" At her warning signal they 
all flew to their rooms, to meet again in the 
school-room half an hour later. And thither, 
too, came the oth#r pupils who did not belong 
to the Hammond Action. 

Agnes and Esther Garew, whom Dora had 

contemptuoudy called "the heathen girls," 

were the twin daughters of a Sandwich Island 

missionary, ^hey had been secluded in the 

6* 
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closest retirement in tteir native country, that 
they might know nothing of the abominations 
around them. But as ihey grew on into girl- 
hood, and needed educational advantages be- 
yond their parents' power to bestow, with the 
perplexing duties of the miasionary work 
upon them, Mr. and Mrs. Carew decided, after 
ia painftif struggle with themselves, to accept 
the offer of a wealthy Mend of missions in a 
New-England city, and intrust their daughters 
to him, to be educated as he should see fit. 
Although they had the almost certain hope, 
that, should their daughters live to complete 
their studies, their first impulse and heartiest 
choice would be to return and consecrate all 
that they were and had gained to the great 
work to which the whole life of their parents 
had been cheerfully devoted, yet the parting 
was like death. The mother's heart yearned 
afiier her children. She felt that their natural 
sensitiveness and previous life of isolation 
had utterly unprepared them to fight their 
way in a strange country, among careless, 
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uninterested people. To increase the agony 
of separation, came tlieir own passionate en- 
treaties tliat they should not be sent away 
fix)m their loving home ; and then there were 
the dangers of a perilous voyage to be en- 
countered, the chances of an unfavorable 
effect upon naturally weak constitutions, of a 
new climate; and added to these, was that 
which those parents, with the love of Gk>d 
strong at their hearts, felt would be worse 
than death — ^the possibility that these untried 
souls might yield to skillfully applied tempt- 
ation, become alienated £rom their Saviour, 
and give themselves, body and soul, to the 
world, instead of to their Bedeemer and his 
cause. But they yielded to that which they 
felt to be both a necessity and duty, and put 
their dear ones off from their own hearts, into 
the arms of the Fath^ in heaven, trusting in 
and pleading continually his promises. Ag- 
nes and Esther arrived safely, and after re- 
maining some months with their kind friends, 
who were skillfrQ in winning them out of 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



66 A LITTLE LSAYEK. 

their shyness, which was pamftdly great at 
first^ it was thought best that their book-edu- 
catLon should begin, as they had now become 
somewhat accustomed to their novel surround- 
ings. They were accordingly placed in Miss 
Blake's school, where they had now been for 
six months, every day clinging more and 
more to each other, and shrinking from com- 
panionship with those who showed no friendly 
disposition towwl them. Even the better 
girls of the school were without that keenness 
of discernment, which rarely oomes except 
after a lifers experiences, and were ignorant 
of the delicate worth hidden beneath an un- 
pretending exterior and manner. The Carews 
were made quite as uncomfortable and ill at 
ease, by the self-possessed sodety-manner of 
some of their schoolmates, as by the more 
direct slights of others. And the consequence 
was, that they had such a'shrinking way of 
moving about with their sad, home-sick look- 
ing faces, as made Miss Blake's heart ache. 
It was Miss Blake's aspiration to realize 
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tliat ideal wHose verbal expression is so often 
tised as a mere form or decoy — the loving 
courtesy and union of a femily ; but sbe was 
almost disheartened. She had found that the 
best materials which fell into her hands, 
needed fitting and polishing by the Master's 
hand, before they could be of any use in form- 
ing the beautiful structure of her ideal ; and 
there were some which could only be of service 
after the patient bearing of a life's discipline. 
She had, however, taken a little hope firom 
the prospect of Kizzie's coming, for she had 
heard much in her praise from Mr. and Mrs. 
Loveland, in whose judgment she confided, 
and she felt more encouraged than for a long 
time, this morning, knowing how great is the 
influence exerted in a school by one pupil, 
who is really desirous of doing good, and who 
has a happy way of doing it. 

But it is time we entered the school-room. 
When the young ladles began to assemble, 
Miss Blake was standing by her table, with 
her hand laid affectionately on Eozzie's 
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shoulder, wondering as she looks in her sweet 
&ce, if any one of her scholars can resist or 
slight its charm. As the girls entered, Miss 
Blake introduced ''Miss Kizzie Griswold," 
"their new fiiend," and named each one. 
The Carews came first, and looked up 
timidly at Ejjzzie, scarcely making a sign of 
welcome, till reassured by one glance at her 
winning &ce. Dora Hammond was saying 
in rather an elevated voice, as she crossed the 
threshold : " I wonder what Margaret Hunt- 
ington will say about the new scholar?" As 
she spoke, the object of her inquiry passed 
her, and their names were mentioned together, 
and they acknowledged Ejizzie's presence in 
a very similar supercilious way, as they passed 
on to their seats. Of course, Rebecca Lewis 
and Dolly Goodrich ventured to offer a no 
more kindly greeting than that of their model 
Dora ; but little Bessie gave our friend a very 
loving glance as she followed them. Hannah 
Carr rushed across the room and shook hands 
with Eizzie in the most hearty manner, to 
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tiie mingled amazement and contempt of Dora 
and her coartiers. 

While this scene was going on, Alice 
Leighton entered so quietly as to escape Miss 
Blake's notice, and so was not introduced, 
although the kind governess had been anx- 
iously watching for her, thinking she would 
be most kindly in her greeting, and be found 
a congenial companion for ]Cizzie. 

When all were in their places, Miss Blake 
said pleasantly: "I should have taken Miss 
Ghriswold to her room mysell^ but I thought 
it might be more agreeable to her to have a 
school-mate for a guide. Will one of the 
older young ladies come forward and accom- 
pany her, that she may feel more at home 
among us?" 

A long silence followed. Miss Blake's &ce 
gathered a grieved and vexed expression, but 
Kjzzie, who was now seated, appeared to be 
quietly examining one of the text-books, and 
gave no evidence of having noticed the rude^ 
ness of the young ladies, unless it might be 
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by a sliglitly deepening color. Hannali Carr 
was so noisUy occupied at her desk, in the 
most remote comer of the room, that she did 
not hear the request; but attracted by the 
unusual silence, she was asking an explana- 
tion of her neighbor, when Dora turned to 
Margaret Huntington, and said, with a curled 
lip : " Did she think we would go with such 
a dowdy as that ?" 

Margaret had seemed either unconscious of, 
or indifferent to, what was passing until this, 
when, just as Miss Blake had said, " Young 
ladies I" in an ominous tone, she rose from 
her seat, and casting a glance of as withering 
contempt as she considered consistent with 
perfect good-breeding at Miss Dora, she went 
quickly to the desk, saying : " I beg your 
pardon, Miss Blake, and yours too, Miss 
Griswold. I didn't understand the request at 
first. May I go with you to yoiur room, Miss 
Griswold?" 

Miss Blake looked equally surprised and 
gratified, and said: "Thank you, Margie," 
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designating the room Kizzie was to occupy 
next to Margaret's own. 

Miss Blake's address greatly astonished the 
young ladies, for, since Margaret's connection 
with the school, they, had never before heard 
her name affectionately abbreviated. 

Elizzie, thanking her, followed her &om the 
room and through the first hall, neither 
speaking, until, as they were ascending the 
stairs, when Margaret turned suddenly around, 
waiting for Kizzib to join her, and then said 
with unusual abruptness: "You needn't mind 
those girls down there ; they haven't a soul 
among them all, unless it may be those Carews 
possess such an appendage, but they haven't 
the courage to call it their own ; and perhaps 
Alice Leighton ; she is a very nice girl, I sup- 
pose, but I never have gotten on very well 
with her." 

Edzzie only smiled in reply, as she was 
ushered into a very pleasant room by her com- 
panion, who then said, seeing her trunk was 
6 
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already there; " Shall Igo into my own room 
and wait for yon while yon dress ?" 

Eizzie glanced from the rich morning robe 
of the speaker to her own simple dress of 
mouslin de laine, and after a moment's hesita- 
tion, said : " I am dressed for the day. Miss 
Hnntington; I will only keep you waiting 
while I ismooth my hair." And after seeing 
that Margaret was seated, she threw off her 
hat and wrappings, and then busied herself 
in arranging her hair, while Margaret watched 
her with an interest which it was Hew for her 
to feel in any of the pupils. Her desire fora 
"new sensation" .was realized in a way which 
astonished herself. 

Although Kizzie's wardrobe was' extremely 
simple, yet her parents had expended upon it 
more than could be comfortably spared from 
the &mily frmd, after deducting the term 
bills; but her mother had written to Mrs. 
Loveland, begging her to examine it, and if 
she should find any defidendes which she 
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ihouglit it absolutely necessary to supply, 
they would make a fiirther effort. 

Mrs. Loveland had done as requested, and 
found every thing as she expected — perfectly 
neat, but extremely plain. She told Eazzie 
that she would find her own dress very differ- 
ent from that of most of the young ladies in 
school, and that she must make up her mind 
to have a little mortification in thid regard, 
and mentioned some articles which were par- 
ticularly desirable, leaving it to Kiz2de's de- 
cision, after she should have spent one week 
IQ the school, whether they should be pur- 
chased. 

Kizzie protested against any further thought 
of the matter, for she knew too well what 
self-denial was idready practised in the par- 
sonage that she might have the best educa^ 
tional advantages, to Mter in her courageous 
determination to dare to be singular. 

But Mrs. Loveland would not consent to 
receive the final answer until the trial-week 
was over. 
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Of all this Kizzie was thinking as she 
brushed the long chestnut curls over her 
finger, and felt that the keen gray eyes of her 
companion were fixed upon her, and, as she 
thought, examining her dress in aU its simple 
details. She turned suddenly and caught 
Miss Huntington's eye, and was astonished to 
see how gentle the expression of the before 
somewhat hard and sarcastic fiioe had become. 
She opened her lips and then closed them 
again, as if undecided whether it were better 
to speak or keep silence, when Margaret, no- * 
ticing this, said laughingly : " Well, what is 
it, MissGriswold?" 

" Nothing," said Kizzie, " only every thing 
I have is very plain. I have nothing that is 
pretty at all." 

Margaret laughed incredulously as the 
glossy curls fell firom their insecure confine- 
ment. 

" And you mustn't expect any thing else 
fi'om me," said Kizzie, rearranging her hair. 

"Don't apologize for the world I" cried 
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Margaret^ '* I like jour independence in car- 
ing nothing about dress — it is something so 
delightfully new T' 

" No, no 1" answered Kizzie, "you misun- 
derstand me ; it is because we are poor that 
I dress so plainly, and not from choice. My 
father is a minister in the country, and entire- 
ly dependent on a small salary. It's not in- 
dependence at all. I have a geat deal of silly 
pride, and I'm very much afiraid I should en- 
joy wearing fine feathers as much as any 
one!" 

If Margaret felt any disappointment at this 
plain statement of &cts as a substitute for the 
superiority to conventionalities, by which she 
at first imagined Eizzie to be governed, site 
did not egress it, for her companion was 
now ready to go down to the school-room, 
and nothing more was then said on the 
subject 

Margaret Huntington, as she entered, no- 
ticed with somewhat malicious enjoyment the 
subdued aspect of the girls, and was very cer- 
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tain they had been receiving one of Miss 
Blake's "good talks," which were usually 
very direct in aim and salutary in eflfect. 
Kizzie's place was assigned, and the regular 
routine of the school went on. 

At recess, as Eazzie was going to her room 
to finish the letter she had commenced to her 
&ther and mother, Bessie Hammond ran after 
her, and said, as if half-Mghtened at her own 
courage: " I wanted to go with you. Miss 
Griswold, but Miss Blake didn't ask any but 
the big girls, and I'm sure the Carews and 
Alice Leighton would have liked to, if— if — 
if they'd dared to," said she, hesitating for 
an excuse. 

Kizzie kissed her, and wrote a gayer letter 
than she could have done without Bessie's 
sympathy. She took care to show nothing 
but the bright side of her reception, and en- 
larged on Miss Blake's kindness, while in her 
lively description of the girls she was quite 
inclined to make a heroine of Margaret Hunt- 
ington. 
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Eicliard Loveland, who, by the way, was 
considered quite elegant by the discriminating 
young ladies in the gallery of Dr. Adams's 
church, and who had been an object of pity 
to some of his admirers in Miss Blake's school, 
because he was obliged to go to church with 
" such a common-looking person without an 
atom of style," did not seem to consider his 
long walk to bring a letter to his cousin a 
great hardship ; and did not seem in the least 
mortified to be seen by the pretty belle, Dolly 
Goodrich, talking in the haU with the " com- 
mon-looking person ;" and DoUy even heard 
him say, as she passed on after giving him a 
commiserating bow: "I declare, Kizzie, I 
shall have to keep close watch over you. As 
many as a dozen of the fellows in my class 
have been at me to know who and where you 
were!" 

But Kizzie's heart was too full with the 
thought that she held a letter which was 
&esh from her father's and mother's hand and 
heart, to care for any thing beside, and she 
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was glad when her gay cousin at last took 
his departure, and left her at liberty to run to 
her room and hide the tears which flowed 
over the words of tender love, and anxious 
desire that she should honor her Saviour in 
her new circumstances of trial and influence. 
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VL 

A FEIEND. 

" Shall not an awful questioning be made, 
And we perhaps no fitting answer find, 
Whom hast thou sought to rescue or penniade ? 
Whom roused from sinful sloth? Whom comforted-* 
afraid?" 

'i. 

KizziE Gbiswold soon saw that she could 
rely very little upon any thing about her for 
help in her religious life. Margaret Hunting- 
ton watched over her with such jealous care, 
that even those girls who cherished an "unac- 
countable dislike to Kizzie, in their awe of 
the high-bred heiress who protected her, did 
not dare annoy her actively. Margaret had 
also, to the astonishment of the girls who 
knew the extent of her wardrobe, and had 
often coveted its abundance, ferreted out from 
its depths a plain merino dress, which she 
wore not only through the day, instead of 
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making an elaborate toilet for dinner, but 
also from day to day, apparently nnconscions 
of tbe whispering commotion she had excited 
by this eccentric course. 

Dora Hammond was at first confident that 
Margaret designed in this way to ridicule 
"that one everlasting dress" of the new 
scholar ; for she remembered that when Dolly 
Goodrich first came to the school with all her 
finery, Margaret had teased her unmercifully, 
by imitating her niceties, and wearing them 
commonly, as of no account, without any ap- 
pearance of design. But when Dora ven- 
tured to hint this suspicion to Margaret, she 
was astonished at the tempest of scornful in- 
dignation which she had aroused in one ordL 
narily so reserved and passionless in manner. 
But Miss Blake was keener in discernment, 
and understood that the sudden and noticeable 
alteration in the style of Margaret's dress was 
the result of a thoughtful delicacy of kindness, 
which desired to make it eaay for her friend 
to get along with the simple wardrobe pro- 
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vided for her. The good teacher also thought 
she had never seen " Margie," as she now al- 
most invariably called her, look so nearly 
pretty as now, when her &ce was radiant 
with an unselfish interest, and her dress more 
suitable in its graceful simplicity to school- 
life than it form^ly had been. 

But all this kindness which Margie showed 
her, Elizzie soon found sprung from some- 
thing other than Christian principle. Of this 
she was ccmvinced by a few questions and a 
little observation. 

One day after recitations were over, Mar- 
garet was sitting with Eazzie in her room. 
They had been talking &miliarly of some 
fitvorite author. As the twilight deepened, it 
softened their gay conversation into silence ; 
but after a time Eozzie spoke, as if uttering 
the result of a long course of thought 

"Maigie! don't you think we can do 
something to make the girls behave differ- 
ently in prayer-time ? I never was so grieved 
as I was the morning after I came here. I 
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didn't know we were expected to repeat the 
Lord's Prayer together, and so raised my head 
when I thought Miss Blake was through, and 
most of the girls were either reading or study- 
ing, and since then I can't help hearing them." 

" Kizzie 1" interrupted Margaret, " don't 
try to mend that matter. You can not 
do it. You had better be satisfied with being 
the best girl that ever lived, and let us wicked 
ones alone ! I behave well as far as putting 
down my head and repeating the Lord's 
Prayer like a parrot goes, but I only do so 
because I think it is ill-bred not to. I never 
think very much of what Miss Blake is 
saying." 

" But, Margie, do stop 1 you must not 
think I am good I I feel every day I am here 
how far I am from it more and more, now 
that I haven't fether and 'mother to help hold 
me up. Little things that go wrong in my 
lessons and with the girls disturb me a great 
deal more than they ought. Margie I won't 
you help me try and live better?" 
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" Kizzie ! please not talk to me about sucli 
things. I don't know any thing about them, 
and when you speak of them, I am all the 
time afraid I shall say something wicked that 
will scare you away from me. There are 
things enough we both care for and agree 
about — ^why not talk about those ?" 

" But, Margie I wouldn't it prove I didn't^ 
love you much, if I should talk with you 
about every thing but those that I loved best ? 
And if I should be with you as much as I 
have been, and never speak at all of any 
thing connected with my religious life, and 
never mention the Saviour's name, I am afraid 
I should pretty soon begin to think very little 
of Him, and get so far away from him that 
I should be in the dark, and bring myself 
into great trouble. So you will help me try 
and keep near him, won't you, Margie ?" 

"O Kizzie, Kizzie I I'm afraid I must 

run away from you, or I shall hurt you I I 

wouldn't have you as miserable as I am for 

the world. But I can hardly believe yet that 

7 
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it is any thing more than natural goodness 
that makes you so kind and patient The 
feet is, you dear girl, you couldn't be any 
thing but good if you tried. But I thought 
you really went beyond the best of human 
nature the other day, when I saw you ex- 
plaining Rebecca Lewis' algebra lesson to her 
^ so patiently, when you knew all the time that 
the deceitM girl had just told Miss Blake 
that you used tKe key to write your French 
exercises — I almost believed then that you 
were helped to do that by that * Christian 
principle' that people are always talking 

about, but which one never sees unless ^" 

Here, seeing tears in Kizzie's eyes, she 
said : " Don't be vexed, Kizzie dear, I never 
mean half I say; I believe in you at any 
rate." 

" But, Margie, it is because you seem to 
doubt if there is any such thing as Christian 
principle that I feel badly. I profess to be 
governed by it, and have been with you ever 
so long, and yet you say you never have seen 
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it I must have misrepresented the dear 
Saviour wickedly since I came here I" 

" Be still, Eazzie. I can't bear that You 
have lived l&e an angel. Be as gentle as 
you . can in judging me, I haven't been 
brought up as you have among religious 
people and things. While my mother lived, 
I was wild. I don't believe I had a distinct 
thought all that time. I was crazy with 
whims and fancies, and didn't begin to think 
till the only one who ever loved me well 
enough to try and influence me for good, was 
feding away from me." 

As she spoke, the tears were fidling fast, 
and she betrayed more feeling than Kizzde 
had seen her manifest before. 

" My mother " — and she sobbed out that 
word which rarely passed her lips — **said 
almost with her last breath: 'Margie, find 
your way to Christ' That was six years 
ago, and I have been looking for Him ever 
since. I confess," said she, with a bitter 
snule, as she remembered her wayward habits 
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of thought and course of reading, " I have 
looked in some strange places, but wherever 
I go He hides himself from me, and I am 
further from rest than ever. I went to father 
at first, I was so anxious and troubled, but he 
said, * Nonsense, my little girl ; don't trouble 
yourself about subjects too old for you !' and 
he made me feel by the way in which he said 
it, and the way in which he lived, that he had 
no belief that it was worth any one's while, 
however old, to trouble one's self with such 
things. And after this, I found out that some 
of the people who visited our house pretended 
to be Christians ; so I watched them continu- 
ally. I caught and weighed every word and 
action, but I joould see no difference between 
them and other people. Don't think, Klizzie, 
I was glad of this. I was more than sorry — 
I was vexed and indignant." 

"But, Margie! didn't you know better 
than to try and find your way to Christ 
so?" 

" Why, what better way can there be than 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A LITTLB LEAVEN. 77 

to follow on after those who say they liaye 
found Him?" 

'^Hehas made no promises to those who 
seek him in that way — ^no one wiJl ever find 
hiTTi so," 

" How shall I look for him then ? I need 
him or something — ^I am selfish and unhappy 
— ^I nsed to think I was good enough till you 
came ; but now I see that it is possible to 
have a nobler life than mine has been ; and 
Ifeel as if II might be different, if lonlyknew 

how " Just then there was a knock at 

Kizzie's door, and as she opened it, Hannah 
Carr entered; and Margaret, vexed at the 
interruption, and afraid Hannah would see 
the traces of tears on her face, hurried away 
to her own rooin, before Kizzie had had an 
opportunity to tiy and show her Him who is 
in himself at once "Way, Truth, and Life, 
7* 
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vn. 

A EEPROOF. 

" I WAS a wayward child, 
I did not love my home ; 
I did not love my Father's honse^ 
I loved afar to roam." 

" "What have you been doing to Margaret 
Huntington to make her cry, Kizzie ?" cried 
Hannali, as she walked restlessly up and 
down the room. "I always supposed the 
tears were left out of her, when she was 
made I" 

'^ Sit down, Hannah," said Kizzie, not no- 
ticing her question ; " you are the one of all 
others, that I most wanted to see." 

" Wait," cried Hannah, " till Tve confessed 
how hateful I have been to you." 

"Please don't confess any thing to me, 
Hannah." 

" Let me do it, or I won't stay a minute. 
You know what that Bebecca Lewis told Miss 
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Blake about your copying your French ex- 
ercises ? Well, I reckon, I put her up to it 
I was vexed to think yours were better than 
mine; so I said, without meaning much of 
any thing, that I reckoned you didn't write 
them yourself; and what must she do, but 
run right oflf to Miss Blake with the lie — for 
she is as envious as she can be, and was right 
glad of a chance to make trouble for you. 
Tve said a thousand such things before, and 
never thought of being sorry for them — and 
I think it is a mistake, my being sorry now. 
I don't know what ails me, but I really feel 
so ; and I'll bite my tongue oflF, if I say any 
more such things 1 I wish I could always 
say just the right thing, as you do — or knew 
when and how to keep still. How can you 
keep &om answering Dora Hammond^ and that 
little poppet, Dolly, when they try and make 
fun of you ? I know you think of right sharp 
things to say, and I don't see why you don't 
speak them out. You never let them come 
any further than your eyes ; I should speak 1" 
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"But, Hannali '' 

" Stop ! I am not througli yet I I asked 
the Carew girls one day, what was the reason 
you didn't answer back — ^for I knew it wasn't 
because you weren't smart enough — ^and they 
said, in their soft way, that they thought it 
was because you were a Christian; and I 
more than half-believe it; for my mother 
used to be just like me. She would speak out 
what she happened to think, whether it was 
good or bad ; but for two or three years she 
has been just as carefiil and different — ^and it 
has all happened since she united with the 
xjhurch. Are you a member of the church ?" 

" Yes, Hannah, I am ;" and here Kizzie, 
seeing that Hannah was out of breath with 
her rapid speaking, seized Ihe opportunity to 
say: "Hannah! I have wanted to see you 
alone, this great while, to talk to you about 
the morning exercise. You mustn't be vexed 
with me. If any one should show disrespect 
to your mother, you wouldn't let it pass with- 
out speaking of it, would you ?" 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A LITTLE LEAVBa^. 81 

" No, indeed ! I reckon I shotddn't ! But 
what "hiafl that to do with the praying arrange- 
ment in the morning ?" 

" A great deal. I think those who are 
playing or studying while Miss Blake is offer- 
ing a prayer to God, in which we are all ex- 
pected to join, are dishonoring our best 
Friend ; and that we show ourselves base and 
unworthy of his friendship,, if we are careless 
about it." 

Hannah's face was crimson, as she started 
toward the door, saying: "Eazzie Griswold! 
You've no right to talk to me this way ! It 
is nothing to you how I behave I" 

" Hannah I don't be vexed with me ; per- 
haps I didn't speak as Mndly as I ought, but 
I felt so strongly I couldn't help telling you. 
You have a good deal of influence over some 
of the girls ; and I know if you would only 
look at the matter as it really is, you would 
feel as I do ; do come back, Hannah !" 

" If I hadn't abused you, I wouldn't stay a 
minute longer ; but I suppose, as it is, I must 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



82 A LITTLB LEAVEN. 

bear all the preacliing youVe a mind to give 
me ! Go on !" 

"But, Hannah, I don't want to preach ; I 
only want to try and help you isee how wrong 
it is, to be any thing but reverent and atten- 
tive, during such a service." 

" It's nothing to me I Miss Blake does the 
praying!" 

"I know she speaks the words: but she 
expresses oar gratitude to Gk)d for taking care 
of us, and our desire that He would continue 
to bless us, and make us good and happy. If 
Miss Blake was praying merely for herself 
she would choose some other place than the 
school-room for it ; and we mock God if we 
don't join our petitions with hers." 

" I don't pretend to pray, then, so I am not 
mocking him." 

"Why, yes; by being present you make 
such a pretense, and you can't get away from 
the obligation." 

" Kizzie Griswold 1 I am just as sorry as I 
can be, that you have talked so to mel I 
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have said ever sinoe you came to school, that 
I liked you because you weren't all the time 
volunteering advice, like some good girls we 
have had here,; but now you've spoiled 
it alL" 

" Hannah I how cotdd I help speaking? 
I shotdd have been a fiJse jfriend if I hadn't 
spoken. If I saw you doing something that 
I knew would hurt you, oughtn't I to tell 
you?", 

" What hurt will this that you are talking 
about now, do me, I should like to know ? 
K Miss Blake should find it out, she would 
scold some, and cry a good deal over me, I 
suppose. But you wouldn't be so mean as to 
tell her," said Hannah, looking half-sus- 
pidously at Kizzie. 

" No, Hannah 1" Kizzie answered reproach- 
fully. It isn't Miss Blake that you sin most 
against. It's not treating her politely, to be 
sure ; but just think how foolhardy it is, to 
trifle so with Gbd. And it is hurting you, 
by getting you in the way of trifling with 
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holy times and holy things ; and by and by, 
when your conscience is waked up, and you 
want to care for such things, you will find 
your heart so hardened, that it can't feel. I 
am afraid you will think I am 'preaching,' 
Hannah, but I do wish you would think how 
wonderfully patient God has been with you, 
when you have been slighting him so all 
these years. Doesn't your mother talk to you 
about this ?" ^ 

" Yes, she does !" said Hannah, impatiently 
but half-crying; "and writes to me about 
nothing else I" 

There was a pause, and then Hannah said 
impulsively : " Kizzie, if I can remember it, 
I will try and behave better in prayer-time. 
I knew it was wrong all the time, but they 
all did so ; but promise me you won't say any 
thing to Dorar Hammond about what she does 
— for she'll only be fiirious with you, and say 
some insulting thing— it wouldn't do her any 
good." 
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" You can do her more good than I, Han- 
nah; and even if you should say nothing to 
her, if she sees you behaving differently, she 
will feel rebuked and ashamed. She has a 
conscience, and it will wake up t" 

** Nonsense I You mean it woidd be so 
with you, if you were in her place. You 
don't know her as I do I There's no room 
for conscience, it's all self-love and pride. She 
will only laugh at me, if she sees me keeping 
quiet" 

" Well, you will have done right, at any 
rate. Come, BEannah I let us go in and see 
Agnes and Esther a little while, and cheer 
them up ; they are home-sick." 

" Oh I dear I Do you want to kUl me ? 
They go creeping about, never saying a word, 
as if they thought they had no right in the 
world!" 

" That is because you girls have frightened 
them with your fine, dashing ways, as you did 
me when I first came." 
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" How ridiculous ! You are the most of a 
lady there is here. And as for me, I am 
about as fine as one of their heathen sisters I 
I wonder they haven't made a mistake and 
tried to convert me ! But really I can't go 
there with you. They are right nice girls, I 
know — ^the best in the world — ^but not half as 
entertaining as those hideous idol-images that 
stand on their table ; those will at least make 
faces at you — ^but I can't stand the girls ! I 
never see them but I feel as if I had been 
singing fifteen doleful verses to the tune of 
* China' ! Did you ever know them to laugh 
aloud ? I've said the most absurd, ridiculous 
things where they were, just to see if it was 
possible to stir them up into a good hearty 
laugh ; but they only smile that queer little 
sad smile of theirs, enough to break your 
heart I Oh I I couldn't go there to-night for 
the world!" 

" Why, Hannaii, how little you know about 
them ! Just come with me, for my sake, and 
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if you don't have a good time, I never will ask 
you to go again." 

So Hannah followed Kizzie, pursing up hex 
round &ce into a comical expression of resig- 
nation, and sighing as if she were on her way 
to a martyr's stake. 



I 
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vm. 

A L E T T E R . 

" Good news from home 1** 

Agnes and Esther Carew together occu- 
pied one room, and, in spite of all Miss Blake 
had done to make it bright and cheerful, it 
had caught from its occupants much of their 
air of quiet desolation. Even the bird which 
they had brought with them from their native 
land, pined in the bright sunshine of the 
room, and forgot its merry hOme-song in a 
pitiful yearning note, rarely varied. 

For some time after Hannah and Kizzie 
entered this room, the girls were so awkward- 
ly restrained and silent, that Hannah patted 
the floor with her foot in a most satisfied way, 
and cast triumphant glances at Ej^zie at this 
fulfillment of her expectations. But Elizzie 
continued by skillfully plied questionings to 
coax them out of their shyness, and was 
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finally so successful that Hannah was amazed 
to find that an hour had passed away, during 
which scarcely any one had spoken but those 
Garew girls, and she had actually been so 
interested in what they had said of their life 
at home, their voyage, and their more recent 
experiences, that she had not minded being 
silent herself for so long a time. 

Eizzie now said : " Oh ! I came very near 
foigetting my errand. I had a dear letter 
fix>m &ther to-day, and part of it was about 
you, Agnes and Hester. If Hannah will ex- 
cuse me, I will read it to you, or that part 
of it" 

" Do read it, BLiz. If your fiither is good 
enough to be your father, he must be an 
archangel! Bead it all; don't skip," con- 
tinued Hannah, as she saw Eazzie's eye 
glancing over the pages in search of the 
special paragraph she wished to read; "I 
should like to know what sort of letters &r 
thers do write I" 

" It depends on the style of fiither very 
8* 
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mucli," said Agnes, laughing. " But what dgf 
you mean? Your &ther is living I believe 
did you never have a letter from him ?" 

" Oh f dear, no !" said Hannah, shrugging 
her shoulders ; " he is in blissful unconscious- 
ness that he has such an incumbrance, except 
when ma hands him my term-bills. But let 
us hear what this father says. Begin at the 
beginning and read every word, now, Kizzie 1" 

" My Dearest Dattghter : What if you 
should * play,' as the children say, that you 
have been gone six months from us, and so 
pack that rebellious trunk of yours, and come 
right home ! * For there's no luck about the 
house since " Kizzie" went awa' 1' Your mo- 
ther sits in her little chair and sews, and I sit 
by my desk and write, and pretty soon I look 
up and say: * Mother 1 how we do miss her!' 
And then I go back to my sermon, and she to 
her work. But by and by I feel those sweet 
eyes of hers (yours may one day soften into 
likeness to them if you are as good as she) 
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fixed on me, and I raise mine to meet them, 
and she says: '"We mnst have our Kizzie 
home again I' And we say these and like 
things a great many times during the long 
days. And then Dinah's * black days,' as 
your mother calls them, come oflener than 
they used, when our little girl was here to 
dance out into the stormy kitchen, and laugh 
away the muttering tempest. And I really be- 
lieve old OaBsar is purring away his nine lives 
in the effort to call you back ; heisachanged 
cat since you left. But, no, no. Darling, this 
isn't right. It is better as it is. You must 
stay on getting and doing good with all your 
might, and by and by we'll live together with 
no more going out forever I We are very glad 
that you are so pleasantly surrounded, and 
are happy in your studies and schoolmates." 

Here Eizzie paused, and seemed inclined 
to pass over some paragraphs, but Hannah 
cried : " Bead on. I asked you not to skip I" 

" Prom what you said I judged there might 
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be some among your schoolmates who see in 
you the first professing Christian, of their 
own age at least, with whom they have ever 
been associated in daily life. It will need a 
great deal of God's strength, my darling, to 
help you always to say the right thing. Do 
you not already begin to feel the force of 
those words we have talked about so much — 
'Eeady to every good word and work'? 
Yes, * ready !' Not to have the lesson to learn 
while precious occasions are slipping fast by 
you, but * ready ' to seize them at once. I 
thank God that we may believe you have 
learned to look elsewhere than in yourseli^ or 
to us, to find help in time of need. What a 
blessed thing it would be, my daughter, if you ^ 
could so live Christ in the sight of thosa who 
know nothing of him but the name, and none 
of its sweetness, that they should come to 
love and hope in him too ! And then they 
would go to their homes, where perhaps the 
dear Saviour has no honor, and live Christ 
over agaia < — so many copies of his life, so 
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many blessed living epistles circulating about 
in this comfortless world I O Kizzie! pray 
a great deal I and be sure you have on the 
whole armor, so that you can at once with- 
stand and conquer. May God help you I 
We pray together often for our darling, that 
she may be a great* Ae^er in this needy time, 
for we have come to the same conclusion 
with the good woman, of whom your mother 
tells, who said : * The best and the most we 
can get out of this life under the brightest 
circumstances, is useJulnessJ The best way is 
not to let the thought of happiness be much 
in your mind, not seek it as an end ; and the 
first we know, while we are working on dili- 
gently, we shall find the blessed thing in our 
hearts, without knowing how or when it 
found its way in there. This is losing one's 
life to find it gloriously. I am glad you 
mentioned your new friends, the Carews, and 
that they are what you describe them. I 
should expect it of their father's daughters. 
Carew was my best friend in the seminary. 
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We roomed, walked, prayed, and sang to- 
gether. Many a time have we with Fidell 
and Chnxch climbed into, the old oak on An- 
dover HiU, just at simset, and astonished the 
passers by pouring down upon them in full 
chorus * Old Melton Mowbray,' *Head of the 
Church triumphant!' I can hear Carew's 
rich voice now, as he used to sing : 

* Faith now beholds the glory 
To which Thou wilt restore us ; 

And earth despise, 
For that high prize 
Which thou hast set before usT 

And then the day came when we sang with 
sad hearts, * When shall we all meet again ?' 
and we parted to meet no more till 

* Hope is changed to glad fiiution, 
Faith to light and prayer to praise I' 

Church waits for us in heaven. Fidell and Ca- 
rew are fighting the good fight ujider strange 
skies, and I am toiling on trying to make a few 
people a little better and happier than they 
would have been without me. And my hope 
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is — and what a glorious hope I — that we shall 
at last meet, with every spot of an and wrinkle 
of care swept away, the earth with all its inter- 
ests lost in God I Oh I how we will sing to- 
gether if God permits ns to meet before him ! 
It makes my heart rejoice, and I know it will 
his also, to hear that our children love one 
another, and are helping each other walk in 
the truth. May God bless you together, my 
three daughters I Let me give you a little 
caution, Eozzae; not because I know you need 
it now, but lest you should. You have a 
natural disposition toward hero-worship : be 
careful you do not expose yourself to tempta- 
tion through the gratification of this. Never 
esteem any qualities, however brilliant, or 
any kindliness, however marked or flattering, 
a substitute for piety of heart in a friend. If 
these gifts are added, then so much the greater 
will be God's glory and your good ; but re- 
member, that even * the tender mercies of the 
wicked are cruel.' What I want to warn my 
daughter against is, letting her admiration for 
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natural talent and cultivated attainment blind 
her to the deformities and evil influences of 
an unchanged heart." 

" That means Margaret Huntington!" said 
Hannah, in a whisper, which Kizzie did not 
hear, or she would have grieved at her weak- 
ness in being persuaded to read what was 
meant for her eye alone. 

"But we can trust our dear one in the 
Saviour's arms, and would not take her fix)m 
him, even if we were sure of being able to 
give her the best that earth and our loving 
hearts could bestow. Write of every thing 
that interests you, and take good care of our 
precious daughter. 

** Your loving father, 

"Melancthon Griswold." 

Poor Kizzie's voice had faltered at many 
a sentence, and the Carews, who were 
mourning continually after the tender love 
of their home, sobbed outright, while Han- 
nah Carr made indignant pushes with her 
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fists into her eyes, where the unbidden tears 
would gather. 

"Dr. Leroy took us to Andover when we 
first came," said Agnes, " to see that very oak 
tree where our fathers used to sing ; but I had 
no thought that the Mr. Griswold, of whom 
father talks so much, was your fiither." 

As Kizzie returned to her room, she tried 
Margaret's door, but the key was turned, and 
there was no answer to her repeated call ; so 
she went on, feeling very sadly, and afi:uid 
she had not said " the right thing " of which 
her father had written, and might have lost 
an opportunity of doing Margaret good. She 
took this anxiety where she had been taught 
by precept, example, and her own experience, 
to go with every burden, and entreated Him 
who holds the hearts of men in his hand, to 
turn Margaret's to himself and to be found 
of her even if she should fail to seek him. 
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IX, 

LOST OR STRAYED I 

"Woe to the laggard of this trial-time 1 
Cry, Mieerdre^ sool, o*er work undone I" 

A PEW days after the scenes of the last 
chapter, as Alice Leighton sat in a recitation- 
room, waiting for her teacher, she heard 
voices in the hall, which she recognized as 
Hannah Carr's and Dora Hammond's. They 
were prevented from seeing her by the half- 
opened door. 

Hannah said hurriedly: "Gome, Dora I 
m do all your algebra sums for you every 
morning if you won't study in prayer-time 1" 

" Is it possible I Hannah Oarr 1 it really 
is not possible that you have been under the 
influence of that Griswold girl, who thinks 
she's so good, she has a right to lecture 
every body else I Here she came talking to 
my Bessie the other day, and made the poor 
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child cry her eyes almost away, just for tell- 
ing a little fib to Miss Blake ; and she made 
the little innocent go and tell Miss Blake what 
she had done, and that she was sorry for it ! 
I believe the girl has bewitched you all. 
Bessie, in spite of all I can say, will think she 
is perfect. And so she has been meddling 
with your affairs too, has she ? I have no- 
ticed you were very solemn in prayer-time 
lately, but I thought you were too independ- 
ent to be influenced by any thing such a 
girl as she could say 1 I shan't stay long in 
school if this is the way things are going on I" 

"Won't you stopl" cried Hannah, re- 
straining her wrath in her determination to 
carry out her first purpose of bringing Dora 
to terms. " I tell you again, I will do all your 
sums for you if you will let your books alone 
while Miss Blake is reading and praying — 
come, promise I You know you are just as 
lazy as you can be ; think how much study I 
shall save you I" 

This was to the indolent Dora an irresisti- 
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ble argument, an appeal not to be slighted; so 
the contract was speedily made to their mu- 
tual satisfaction. 

Alice Leighton had watched Kizzie's course 
ever since she came to the school with min- 
gled admiration and shame ; and her con- 
science was so awakened by what she had 
just seen and heard of the influence which 
one of her own age, and making no greater 
profession than her own, had. exercised on 
girls with whom she had been living herself 
more than a year, with scarcely an effort to win 
them to a better life, that she made but a 
sorry recitation, and went to her room think- 
ing more seriously than for many months. 

Contrary to Miss Blake's expectation, Alice 
and Kizzie had not been intimate, and had 
now even less intercourse than in the first 
days of their acquaintance. Kizzie had in- 
deed made several attempts to express to 
Alice the joy she felt at finding one more in 
the school who loved the Saviour, and had 
begged her to come ofken to her room to meet 
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there Agnes and Esther, that they might to- 
gether plan ways of doing good, and encour- 
age each other to feithf alness ; but Alice had 
grown colder and more distant, and carefully 
avoided Eazzie. Kizzie thought that Alice's 
conduct was owing to some fitult of her own, 
that Alice saw some disagreeable trait in her 
which repelled her ; and she felt grieved and 
humbled, and longed to find out what the 
trouble was, that she might try and make her- 
self more lovable ; for she had been in- 
structed by a fifcther who held some peculiar 
doctrines, one of which was, that it is every 
body's duty to make it an easy matter for 
others to love him! But the more Kizzie 
sought Alice, the more reserved she became. 
The truth was, that Alice knew she was out 
of the Christian path, and she had become so 
estranged &om the Lord, that she dreaded 
to be reminded of him. As one who has 
wronged an earthly friend feels the mere 
mention of his name to be a reproach, so she 
could not endure to be in company where her 

9* 
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Sayiour might be a theme of conveo'sation, 
and where her ingratitude and disloyalty 
would be thus continually held before her. 
She could enjoy nothing. She had enough 
of lingering religious fear to spoil the world 
for her, but not enough to be itself a fountain 
of joy springing up unto eternal life ; and 
she was continually haunted by the thought 
that she might be shading the light of life 
from some souls who but for her need not 
have walked in darkness. 

And now the poor girl was doing her best 
to struggle away from such probing thoughts, • 
and even envious of the thoughtless indiffer- 
ence of those who seemed to her to be troubled 
with no consciousness of loss and wrong in the 
present, or fears for the fdture. But God 
never lets those whom he owns as his child- 
ren, be quiet in wrong-doing. He sends hard 
questionings and bitter thoughts down into 
their hearts, and uproots them from one de- 
pendence after another, till, starved with the 
world's husks, they remember their Father's 
house and its abundant bread. 
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X. 

COMPOSITIONS. 

« All that Qod blessed is our good, 
And uablest good is ill ; 
And all is right that seems most wrong 
If it be his dear will!" 

To arouse the young ladies to greater effort 
in their composition exercise, Miss Blake of- 
fered to all, including the day-scholars, the 
incentive of prizes of equal value, to be given 
to the two among them whose compositions 
should be considered worthiest. Three um- 
pires were chosen from former patrons of the 
school, and in order that their decision might 
be perfectly unprejudiced, the authorship of 
the different articles was not to be made 
known to them till judgment was pronounced. 
And still further to remove the decisive esti- 
mate from any implication of individual par- 
tiality. Miss Blake and the school were to be 
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kept in ignorance of the choice of subject 
which each had made, and the manner of its 
treatment. It was suggested, although not 
required, that, as this would be the last rhe- 
torical exercise before the holidays, and as the 
duties of the committee would thus be light- 
ened, the compositions should be in harmony 
with Christmas-time in their subjects. Only 
the successful essays were to be read, and 
these only to an audience of school-girls. 

As the eventful time drew on, the girls 
moved about with a grave, absorbed expres- 
sion and a mysterious air. The award of 
prizes was a new thing to them, and each of 
them was eager to obtain the rare favor. 

At last the day came. The young ladies 
were all assembled in the school-room, to hear 
the momentous decision of the judges, who had 
spent three hours in patient examination of 
the competing manuscripts, but who had not 
so fer forgotten their own youth, with its sim- 
ilar scenes, as to allow any shade of weariness 
or indifference to appear upion their faces, 
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whicli e::q)ressed nothing but kindly sympa- 
thy with the anxious girls before them. In 
the excitement of the time, unconsciously to 
herself, the face of each told its story of real 
character ; the good or evil in each heart be- 
trayed itself in bold assumption, timid shrink- 
ing, sullen hopelessness, calm submission, or 
smiling self-complacence. 

Mr. Estes, the chairman of the committee, 
arose and pleasantly announced the result of 
the critical examination. He said: "That 
with scarcely an exception, the compositions 
submitted to them were highly creditable to 
the school, and that they were unanibaous in 
regretting that there were so few prizes in 
their hands for distribution." 

There was a universal flutter of excitement 
as Mr. Estes said: "I will now read to Miss 
Blake and the young ladies the two composi- 
tions which we regard as on the whole best 
deserving the distinguishing award. Perhaps 
prose must be allowed to take precedence of 
poetry." 
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THE WANDBEING JEW. 

AN EZTBAYAaANZA. 

StriTABLY equipped, little Katie and I sal- 
lied forth in search of evergreens for Christ- 
mas garlands, to hang upon the dear home- 
walls. Katie was a necessary evil; I saw 
plainly there would be no peace unless the 
permission to accompany me, for which she 
begged, were granted; for she shifted her 
ground of argument with such consummate 
cunning, from clamorous reasonings to pa- 
thetic entreaties, that I speedily surrendered. 
So, half-smothered with wrappings, and her 
curly head so covered with its extinguishing 
hood, that I could catch only an occasional 
gleam of the rosy face and merry eyes all 
a-light with triumphant joy at the success of 
her appeals, she pattered on behind me, 
through the wood-road which wound gradu- 
ally up Gleason's Hill. She disdained to ac- 
cept my proffered hand, in the dignity of being 
the bearer of the huge clasp-knife which was 
to be my only assistant in my pleasant task. 
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It seemed to me that there was something 
supernatttral in the beauty of that day ; or, at 
least, that Nature was tasking her power to 
the utmost, to grace worthily the birthday of 
her Lord, The priestly hills were freshly 
robed in white for the service; each tree, 
gleaming with sun and frost, waved in wel- 
come of the ushering in of this anniversary ; 
and snow-birds, with smooth, grave plumage, 
a-tilt upon the crumbling walls of the last 
summer's forsaken nests, poured forth such a 
jocund carol upon the still air, that I could 
scarcely believe them unconscious that many 
centuries ago, He, whose natal day this was, 
recorded the wonderful assurance, " Not one 
of them fidleth to the ground without your 
Father." And so my poor heart, shamed for 
the time from its petty cares and fretting anx- 
ieties, overflowed in songs of praise ; and still 
more to rebuke my dull-heartedness, from my 
dear little companion, came half-chantings of 
Sunday lessons and week-day rhymes, with 
which her brief memory was stored; but 
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these sounds grew somewhat faint through 
weariness, as we neared the summit ; till, at 
last, overhearing the half-whispered exhorta- 
tion of brave little Katie to her lagging 
members, " Come along, little feet," I gathered 
her up into my arms, while she still held fast 
the knife, her badge of helpfulness, and so 
carried her on through the imtracked snow 
which lay between the path and the grove of 
evergreens, upon and beneath which I ex- 
pected to find the materials for my wreaths. 
Here, finding a cleft in the side and beneath 
the protecting shelter of a huge boulder, I 
deposited my precious burden, and wrapping 
her well in her shawls, bade her sing and keep 
herself warm, while I fulfilled my object in 
coming. This I did, pulling down hemlock 
boughs, and receiving fix)m the patient trees 
but a soft Ml of snow, gentle as a mother's 
caress. Sometimes I was so fortunate as to 
espy an adventurous sprig of the ground-pine 
— ^which I coveted for festooning my pictures 
— jiist peering out from the two months' 
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drifts ; and all this while I had heard Katie's 
voice, sometimes singing merril j a strain from 
"Happy Land,'' or a like fiivorite hymn, but 
oftener improvising, as was her charming way, 
a sort of recitative, mingled talk to the birds, 
the trees, the sky, and herself But having 
for a few moments passed beyond the hearing 
of her voice — ^tempted by a tantalizing sprig 
of green which had beckoned to me in the 
distance — as I hastened back, I heard, to my 
great surprise and momentary fear, another 
voice mingling with hers, and saw, standing 
near her, a tall attenuated form, burdened 
with years; and yet the feeling came to me, 
that the weight of years, grievous as it was, 
was the least of the sorrows which had so 
furrowed the brow and worn the cheeks of 
this saddest face my eyes ever saw. A long 
white beard flowed down upon his breast; 
not smooth and soft as that of a patriarch 
should be, but rough and jagged, as if ofl«n 
plucked by nervous despairing hands. His 
whole attitude and appearance, as he stood 
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leaning on his staff, a little aloof from the 
little 'figure of personified innocence, suggested 
a moment's respite firom a desperate struggle 
— a lull in a fearful tempest As I came 
near enough to listen; I heard Katie ap- 
parently replying to something the stranger 
had said: "Oh! no; I'm only a little girl 
now, but I'm going to be an angel by and by I 
Auntie's up here getting little trees to trim 
our parlor, because to-day is Jesus' birth-day, 
you know." 

At these words, the weird figure clasped 
his hands, and cried: "O God! how long, 
how long ? I fled from the dwellings of men 
that I might not hear that name, but even 
here in these wilds it meets me with its cruel 
torture! Hast thou no mercy, O Q-od?" 
And his frame was convulsed with agony. 

Katie looked at him from out her great 
eyes, only half-comprehending what she saw, 
and said: "Who are you? I'm afraid you 
don't love Jesus. He loves every body." 

Again, at the mention of the namcj came 
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the mysterious straggle with himself^ When 
it had passed, he said, as if speaking against 
his win : " You will hate xne if I tell you — 
but so &Ae ordains ! The fearful story must 
be told to every one who addresses me. I 
am the Wandering Jew I" 

When I heard these words, a shudder of 
awe thrilled me, but the dark shadow of the 
mystic tradition had never fellen on her pure 
heart ; so she simply said : "If youarea Jew, 
Pm sure you ought to love him more, for he 
was a Jew himself, and loved them best of 
all. Even those that killed him he blessed." 

" Killed him I O Gk)d ! did he then die? 
As he passed my door, bearing upon his 
shoulder the rough cross, I called after him 
— ^wretch that I was — ^with taunting words of 
soom. He turned upon me one look fix>m 
his pathetic eyes. Then an invisible power 
drove me forth from my hcwne — on, by crowds 
of eager cruel feces hastening to Calvary ; 
out through the BeautiM Gate ; on through 
the Gulden of G^thsemane ; on over the hills 
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of Judea ; forever on, th2X)ugh eternal snows 
and desert sands. Mountains of ice were not 
barriers to my God. Cursed progress ! oceans 
fled before me. I have cried, O God ! have 
mercy! in stately cathedrals and on barren 
peaks ; no rest, day nor night ! On — ever on 
— ^never pausing, save when forced by the 
same mysterious power to tell the fearful tale 
to shuddering, *awe-stricken men. But no 
one in all these ages of misery has ever told 
me that he died. * Killed V No ! no ! it can 
not be, for he was God himself!" 

" Yes, he was God," said the little one with 
plaintive voice, " but he died to save us — ^he 
let them put him to death in our place !" 

Eagerly did I watch the effect of the an- 
nunciation of this divine truth upon the soul 
of one who heard the blessed word for the 
first time. I saw at once a gleam of hopeful 
feith in his eye ; but then there came surging 
in over his soul, from his tempest-tossed con- 
science, floods of doubt and remorseful de- 
spair, and he cried : " Not for me I not for 
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me ! He may have died for a world of sin- 
ners, but for sucli guilt as mine there is no 
atonement I" 

God bless the little one I I feared she 
would have no word of promise for a despair 
of which she could never have dreamed be- 
fore. But her last Sabbath's verse came as if 
from the very heart of the Great Fdrgiver :: 
'''Come unto me all ye that labor and are 
heavy-laden, and I will give you rest,' He 
said that himseU^ and if you'll only ask him^ 
he'll make you believe it" 

" Ask for me, chUd of God I" 

"No, no I He wants ypu to ask him 
yourself — but m show you how." And 
throwing back her hood from her sun-lit 
curls, she clasped her little hands; and as 
she raised her eyes, she said : " Dear Saviour, 
who loved us so much! forgive all my sios, 
make me better, and take me to heaven when 
I die." 

The stranger threw himself on his fece, and 
repeated the simple prayer over and over 

10* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



114 A LITTLE LEAVEN. 

again, and seemed like a man struggling for 
Ids life. When lie rose, he cried as in glad 
surprise : " What! mercy for me, dishonored 
Eedeemer ! Mercy for me ?'' And his coun- 
tenance softened into the pure placidness of 
childhood. Suddenly he stretched out his 
hands towards heaven, and a smile of ineffable 
peace and joy gleamed on his face. Once 
more I heard his voioe : "Lord Jesus, recdve 
my spirit I" A swift flash of light passed be- 
fore my eyes, and I saw him no more 1 

Early in the reading of this manuscript, 
Dora Hammond had found an opportunity to 
commence a series of whispered critical re- 
flections upon it, with which she fevored her 
nearest neighbor, Margaret Huntington, who 
seemed unusually inclined to encourage her 
advances. 

" That is our Keziah's, I know !" said she, 
contemptuously. " There is no mistaking the 
country odor I" 

Margaret only smiled encouragingly. 
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" There comes tlie piety of csourse I forced 
in out of place, as usual in every thing she 
does!" 

Still there was no frown of reproval on 
Margaret's face. 

"I really think the committee show peculiar 
taste in their first selection !" 

Dora was charmed by the effect she had 
produced upon Margaret She was sure she 
had discovered her weak point, and was med- 
itating a further attack when Mr. Estes laid 
down the manuscript, and Miss Blake re- 
quested the authoress to come forward and 
claim the prize. 

There were few eyes in the room which 
were not turned expectantly toward Kizzie 
Griswold ; but she was looking about in un- 
certainty, obviously eager to see who was 
the successful writer. 

Dora became white with mortification and 
fright ; and there was an expression of aston- 
ishment, and almost incredulity, on every 
&ce, as Margaret Huntington quietly arose, 
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and going to the desk, said ; " That was my 
composition, Miss Blake." And even Miss 
Blake could not repress a look of suipiise, so 
nnlike Margaret's usual slyle was the tone, of 
this composition. 

When Margaret had returned to her seat, 
delicately forbearing to glance toward the 
unfortunate Dora in her shame, Mr. Estes an- 
noimced as the second prize article, 

A CHBISTMAS GABOL. 

Gome hith^, my darling Fairy I 

And give me the power to creepy 
With a gentle step and wary, 

Where all are quiet in deep ; 
To enter each silent household, 

And watch by the chimney-hearth, 
Tin the small folks find their stoekingi^ 

And join in their dancing mirth I 

Bo my Fuiy gave permission, 
And, too^ a bit of advice: 
" Pass not the house of the poor maul 
Ere entering the rich, look twioe I" 
She wrapt her cloak invisible 
All around my human form : 
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It hid me from mortal eje-sight^ 

While it kept me snug and warm. 
'' Ah 1 here is the poor man's blessiDgl" 

I said, as I entered first 
A oot, and stood hy the chimnej, 

And the sight upon me burst 
Of a dozen children's stockings. 

Size little, and less, and least I 
And I cried as I saw their ocmtents : 
" Content is as good as a feast T* 
More &i\ik I put in the proverb, 

As twelve struck the kitchen-dock, 
And the children all awakened 
. With that and the crowing cock. 
First started a little damsel, 

And wakened her brothers all, 
TVl uprose all but the babies, 

At Santa Glaus' meny call. 
And soon came their eager footsteps 

Quick pattering down the stair. 
Till there stood around me gathered 

A group for a picture fiiir ; 
Each dad in a little night-dress. 

With small feet bare and white, 
They looked like a doud of angels 

Estray from their home of light. 
Each felt of the hang^ stockings, 

And shouted aloud his joy : 
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Of each one had thotight the mofher— 
For each, fitther had carved a toy. 

Then sore of Nicholas* coming, 
Bach hack to his pillow crept, 

And spite of waiting and watching, 
Soon again the darlings slept 

Then a mansbn grand I entered, 

Yet met a soirowM sight : 
In the midst of costly trapping^ 

Where wealth had lavished its migh^ 
There leaned o*er an empty cradle 

A woman, who sighed and wept 
In oomfbrtless, hopeless sorrow — 

Her babe in the church-yard slept I 
Her hand holds a little stocking ; 

But its wearer, &r away. 
In the blessed fields of heaven, 

Is sporting in joyous play 1 

Away I flew to another 

Abode of the &vored few, 
And ever to leave that household 

Was as much as I could do ; 
For up in the gas-lit chamber. 

On the loving parents' bed. 
Were gathered the sweetest children, 

With their presents all out-epread. 
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One stiided across the footboard, 

And sounded his trampet shrill; 
Another perched on the pillow, 

To lullabjDollj still 1 
One showed to the happy mother 

The prints of his pictore-book ; 
As one kissed awake the &ther, 

At her rich treasures to look. 

Then away I went right many, 

Still langhmg aloud for joy, 
Till I reached the silent chamber 

Of a little dying boy. 
He spoke in the gentlest whisper : 
*' Mother I dear Jesos will come 
And take me to spend this Christmas 

In his own sweet happy home I" 

Then I flew across the ocean, 

To the hmd of minstrelsy, 
And danced with the German diildraD 

Boond and round the Christmas tree. 
I rejoiced with every nation, 

But reached old England in time 
To hear float ftom moss-grown turrets 

The melodious Christmas chime. 
In "Gloria in Ezoelsis," 

I jdned *neath cathedral domes, 
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Or sang of the shepherds watdiing— 
Old "Sherbome," in ooUage homea 

In many a fine old mansion 

Hung the mystic mistletoe, 
And 'neatili It I kissed sweet maidenB, 

Who blushed, as they cried: ** No! NoP 
Then the swains said: "What's the matter f 

And declared it was a shame 
Not to have the good of kissing, 

Since they had to bear the blame 1 

I looked on at merry dinners, 

And Joyed in the children*B nurth. 
But saw in one Ohristian household 

A heayenly gleam on earth. 
While gathered around the table, 

In the midst of all the joy. 
Still the mother*s heart was crying 

For her erring eldest boy. 
And I heard at erenmg worship 

The Toice of the fidiher stem 
Faltering the blessed story 

Of the prodigal's return. 
I heard a sob in the door-way, 

But the mother heard it first 1 
And turning, clasped the wanderer. 

While I llaared her heart would burst 
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But I left them praising Jeans, 
That he came at such a cost^ 
Almost two thousand years ago, 
'*To seek and save the lost I" 

When tlds liad been read, Miss Blake, as 
before, summoned tbe authoress, but it was 
so long before any response came, that many, 
were persuaded it had been written by Alice 
Leighton, who was not present, having been 
summoned home imexpectedly ; when Ee- 
becca Lewis was seen standing by the table 
with her hand upon the prize volumes. 

Kizzie Griswold, from the announcement 
of the title of the second article, on through 
its entire reading, had been in a state of ex- 
treme nervous excitement, and seemed almost 
as if paralyzed, until roused by Rebecca's 
movement. She looked at her for a moment 
with amazement, jgid then rose in a hesitating, 
bewildered way, and went forward to the 
desk. 

Miss Blake said kindly : " What is it, my 
dear?" 
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Kizzie looked from her to Bebecca, and 
then at the manuscript, which Mr. Estea still 
held in his hand ; but she seemed unable to 
speak, and trembled painfully. • 

Mr. Estes was proceeding, in spite of this 
strange interruption, to present the books to 
their first claimant, when Miss Blake begged 
him to wait one moment. 

" Kizzie I did you think the composition 
last read was yours ?" 

"Yes, ma'am," answered Kizzie, with a 
trembling voice. 

" But, my dear chUd, you seem frightened ; 
if you have made a mistake about it, say so 
at once. You have all been so excited as to 
scarcely know what you were hearing." 

But Kizzie still remained looking, with an 
amazed expression, at Bebecca Lewis, who 
said, with unseasonable emphasis, " The prize 
belongs to me I" while a hum of indignant 
sympathy rose from those girls who, without 
any personal regard for Bebecca^ disliked and 
envied Kizzie. 
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"I certainly wrote those rhymes, Miss 
Blake," said Kizzie, somewhat recoyering 
her self-possession, and looking up at her 
with eyes which could not deceive, while Re- 
becca's &ce expressed dogged daring rather 
than consciousness of right. 

The tears gathered in Miss Blake's eyes, as 
she said sadly : " We must look further into 
this matter ; we will go to the recitation- 
room." 

So the group about the table retired, leav- 
ing the other pupils to gather into little knots 
of eager disputants, or sit alone in grieving 
wonder. 

As soon as they were alone in the recita- 
tion-room, Mr. Estes said : " This is a question 
of veracity between the two young ladies, 
and it will be necessary to regard both with 
suspicion until one is proved innocent." 

The appearance of the two girls was very 
much altered since their change of place. 
Kizzie was herself again, having conquered a 
natural excitability, from which she had often 
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suffered before; wliile Eebecca's look of 
daring liad changed to a cowering, frightened 
expression, which increased as Mr. Estes said, 
after looking over the manuscript with Miss 
Blake, in search of some test by which to 
prove the authorship: "Fortunately, or I 
could rather say unfortunately, for the grief 
we shall fbel in proving one of these young 
# ladies guilty of such strange deception, this is 
the only one among all the manuscripts sub- 
mitted to us which has any signature ; and as 
it is somewhat peculiar, but doubtless has a 
special significance to the one who made use 
of it, we shall soon be able to determine who 
is the rightftil claimant Let each young lady 
write the signature at once and hand it to 
me." 

Kizzie wrote quickly, and said with a 
blush : " It was foolish to use it there, but it 
is the name my little sister used to call me." 

While Bebecca Lewis stammered out^ " I 
made a mistake," and began to cry vehe- 
mently. 
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"I "would rather you would have the 
books, Eebecca," said Eizzie; "but you 
know I had to tell the truth about the com- 
position." And her tears fell almost as abund- 
antly as did Bebecca's. 

" Be quiet Kizzie ! Eebecca, do you think 
it would be proper to allow you to retain 
your connection with the school after such 
conduct?" 

"O Miss Blake I don't disgrace me for- 
ever by sending me away !" 

And after prolonged discussion, and reiter- 
ated promises for the future from Bebecca, 
Miss Blake told her she should be allowed to 
remain in the school for further trial, upon 
condition that she returned immediately to 
the school-room, and there make a full con- 
fesfflon of the injustice and deception of 
which die had been guilty. 

Kiz2de begged most earnestly that Bebecca 
need not be forced to make this mortifying 
confession publicly, but Miss Blake and her 
Mends insisted it must be done. 
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Kizzie was spared the pain of hearing it, 
and allowed to go to her room, where she was 
speedily joined by Margaret, Hannah, Bessie, 
and some of the day-scholars, who over- 
whelmed her with joyful congratulations, and 
related with great deUght, till sQenced by Kiz- 
zie's tearful entreaties, the story of Eebecca's 
discomfiture, as she sobbed out her confession. 

Supposing the unclaimed manuscript to 
belong to Alice Leighton, a sudden impulse 
had suggested that she could escape detection 
for the present, and secure the prize, and then 
she would trust to her natural cunning for 
meeting further trial. 

Kizzie had no opportunity to see Margaret 
alone before she went home for a week at 
Christmas-time ; but she put in her hand, as 
she came to bid her good-by, a simple little 
note, in which she told "her that she had 
showed in her prize-composition, that it was 
not through ignorance of the way to Christ 
that she had never found him, and begging 
her at once to walk in that way. 
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Margaret said: "I should make you go 
home with me, Kizzie, but it is no place for 
you. I shall be gay and miserable all the 
while I am gone." 

She came back after she had left the room, 
and said hastily : " Kizzie, if you believe that 
prayer ever does any good, and I know you 
do, then do pray for me, for I need good." 
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XI. 

A MISSTEP. 

** Was I not girded for the battle-field ? 

Bore I not helm of pride and glittering sword f 
Behold the fhigaients of my broken shield— 
And lend to me thy heavenly armor, Lord I** 

KizziE went to pass the holidays at Mr. 
Loveland's, and took with her, at her annt's 
invitation, Agnes and Esther Carew, who 
would else have passed the vacation alone at 
Miss Blake's. And a very merry time they 
all had together. Agnes and Esther lost their 
paanM shyness in the genial atmosphere of 
Mr. Loveland's family, and astonished even 
Kizzie, who had seen them before when most 
at ease, by the really merry disposition they 
showed. And their bird, which they carried 
with them wherever they went, seemed 
to catch the spirit of the place, and sang once 
more in blithe, hopeful notes. 
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These sisters were so singularly alike, that 
it seemed unnatural to speak of one alone ; 
they were indeed as similar in temperament 
and character as in form and feature, and 
scarcely distinguishable firom each other. 

There were no dull moments in all that holi- 
day week. All the members of Mr. Love- 
land's family were eager to do every thing in 
their power to gratify their guests, and those 
guests were willing to be pleased. 

Any lingering annoyance that KSzzie might 
have still had about the meagreness of her 
wardrobe, in spite of her determined refusal 
to have any additions made to it, at the close 
of the probation week to which her aunt had. 
subjected her, was very much relieved by a 
present from Mrs. Loveland, on Christmas-day, 
of a pretty silk, from which a dress was 
quickly fitted and made with the ready aid 
of the Carews, who were glad to do a service 
for one who had been so kindly thoughtful 
toward them. 

On New Year's Day, Kizzie received by 
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express fix>m Margaret Himtiiigton a little 
package containing a beautiful mosaic pin, 
and this note : 

" My Dear : I am tired to death of the silly 
gayety all about me, and long to get back to 
quiet and to you. ^ Every good purpose that 
I ever had seems to come to me when you are 
with me, and all wicked thoughts, and hate- 
ful and hating feelings, come flocking in upon 
me when I am surrounded by such creatures 
as those with whom I now daily eat, drink, 
and am merry. I have even less grace to 
endure them than I used to have ; and fether 
summons me into the library almost every 
night to give an account for some bitter thing 
I have said to some of the frivolous guests. 
I am afraid you are not praying for me as 
you promised ; for I grow worse instead of 
better, and when I make an eflfort to do any 
thing nearer right than usual, every body 
who sees it has such a what-will-happen-next 
look, that I feel ashamed, and undo it all by 
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getting up something extraordinarily bad af- 
terward. I actually tried to imitate you 
when I first came home, but it was rather a 
failure I I only made the family stare. I did 
as you asked me in the dear little note — ^I 
read the book, and I prayed ; but all this was 
nothing but words 1 words I words! not a bit 
of heart in it all I What shall I do ? But I 
have learned enough to know that one can 
give another very little help in this matter. 
A soul must fight out its own battle, single- 
handed. AU you can do will be to stand by 
and give me a word of encouragement now 
and then. But above all, Ejbzzie, never fail 
yourself f for my soul's sake as well as your 
own. If I should see you fall, or even fiilter, 
I should give up all search for truth, for I 
should believe there was no truth. Do be 
careful, Kizzie, for I shall watch you like a 
tiger. 

" Love as well as you can 

"Mabgaebt.'' 
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This letter made Kizzie veiy anxious ; to 
be sure, it told her nothing that she had not 
always known, but it brought lie responsi- 
bility of influence before her with such vivid- 
ness, that she fled from the sight of it, for she 
felt that this was indeed a time of great need. 

There was no time to reply to Margaret's 
letter, for the vacation was already over. 

On Monday they assembled again in school, 
and all went on as before. 

Kizzie saw that Margaret was very thought- 
ful, and she often found her reading her 
Bible when she went to her room, but she 
studiously shunned conversation on intimate- 
ly personal subjects, so that Kizzie was en- 
tirely ignorant of her state of mind. 

Poor Kizzie herself was subjected to se- 
verer trials than ever. Jt seemed as if Dora 
and her imitators, Eebecca and Dolly, had 
planned, during vacation, a system of annoy- 
ance for her, for they let slip no opportunity 
which could be used, without attracting the 
attention of Miss Blake, or of Margaret 
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Huntington, who was, however, too much 
absorbed in her own conflicts to be as watch- 
ful as usual over her fevorite's interest. 

Eebecca Lewis, when she first returned, 
had an air of cringing penitence, which, tak- 
ing advantage of the delicate forgetfulness of 
Miss Blake and Eazzie, soon wore away, and 
revealed again her real character. 

Mrs. Loveland, in her benevolent walks, 
had found some families in miserable destitu- 
tion of the comforts of life, and she suggested 
to Kizzie, that without doubt the young la- 
dies of Miss- Blake's school would be willing 
to devote some of their superfluous leisure 
time, to making little articles of clothing for 
them. Miss Blake was very glad to bring 
some object of unselfish interest before her 
family, hoping even more good for them fi-om 
such a subject of thought and occupation, in 
place of their too usual reliances of dress and 
gossip, than for those whom the labor of their 
hands woi^d clothe. As the request came to 
them fix)m Miss Blake, the young ladies 
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readily acceded, and worked quite busily. 
They enjoyed being together in Miss Blake's 
cheeiftd parlor, and their freedom from school 
restraint Dora Hammond was most ostenta- 
tious in her benevolence. Miss Blake was 
obliged to restrain her lavish expenditure of 
her abundant pocket-money. Elizzie was, of 
course, unable to contribute much except the 
labor of her hands ; but she employed all her 
time, except that occupied by school-duties, 
in making up materials which had been given 
Mrs. Loveland for the purpose by merchants 
and others. But Dora sought every oppor- 
tunity of contrasting her own liberality with 
Ejizzie's little mite»offering, and continually 
tormented and mortified the poor girl, till 
she dreaded the sewing sessions beyond 
measure, and could only nerve herself to en- 
durance and self-control by prayer, followed 
by jealous watchfulness over her temper and 
conduct In addition to Margaret's absorption 
in her own interests and anxieties, Xizzie was 
left still more unsupported, on account of 
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Hannali Carres recent coolness and constant 
avoidance of her. She had heretofore often 
grieved Kizzie by too quick resentment of 
injuries which she fancied aimed at her; 
but now, when some of the girk were pecu- 
liarly unkind, Hannah had no word to offer 
in her defense. Kizzie was entirely unable to 
account for this change, but Hannah was care- 
fill to keep out of reach of her questionings. 

Miss Blake was so happy in Kizzie and 
her influence over many of the girls, and 
Dora and her clique were so adroit in con- 
cealing their treatment of her uncomplaining 
fovorite, that for several weeks there was no 
actual outbreak, only -a series of innuendoes, 
slurs, and taunts, which proved to the utmost 
Kizzie's Christian grace, as it showed its power 
to control and curb a delicacy of sensitiveness 
and a quick native pride rarely seen. 

But one day, when the novelty of the 
amusement of benevolence had become some- 
what sere, unfortunately the suspicion crept 
into Dora's mind, suggested by some loving 
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commendation of Kizzie which Miss Blake 
happened to let fall, that the idea upon which 
they had been working all this while had 
originated with one whom she so disliked — 
that a plan of Kizzie Griswold's had kept 
them busy aU these weeks I Of course this 
neither abated the merit of the cause nor its 
necessity, but it chafed Miss Dora's pride to 
have been so long '* that fanatical girl's tool 1" 
She could hardly restrain herself while Miss 
Blake was with them, and as soon as she left 
them, thinking perhaps her constant presence 
might be a restraint upon their enjoyment, 
and having perfect confidence in most of her 
scholars, Dora laid aside any affectation of 
civility, and was so openly rude in her allu- 
sions to Kizzie, that Hannah seemed to have 
great difficulty in maintaining her singular self- 
ordained silence, and snapped off threads and 
shattered needles in nervous recklessness, as 
she sat with a crimson face, biting her lips as 
if fretted by not speaking, and not raising her 
eyes to the victim's fiice who sat opposite her,, 
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Margaret Huntington was absent from the 
room, and so poor Kizzie was at her tor- 
mentor's mercy. Eebecca and Dolly were 
more cowardly than Dora, but ready to follow 
her leading, Dolly, in reply to some of 
Dora's witticisms, said : " I think it is wrong 
for us to be so charitable abroad, when some 
of our own number are so destitute I I should 
think some that I know would grudge the 
pretty clothes they are making to giTie away." 

" Oh I" said Dora, " I begin to have suspi- 
cions that the whole is a gotten-up affair, and 
that we are really working for a poor parson's 
fiunily up in Vermont 1" 

Eizzie Qxiswold had a new heart, but it 
was still human, and so imperfect, the blood 
leaped to her fece, and she cried impulsively: 
" No, Miss Dora I I think you are mistaken 
— ^at least, this little dress which I have just 
finished, is for Susie Hammond, a lovely little 
girl, with 9. face ybtj like her cousin's I" 

With her next breath, before Dora's angry 
&ce had found relief in utterance, Kizzie 
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cried: '*0 Dora! forgive me! What did I 
give way for? How wicked and foolish I 
was I Dora! what can I do to show you 
how sony I am ?' And the tears which she 
had forced back before, now flowed abund- 
antly. 

Dora pushed Ejizzie roughly away, as she 
went near her and caught her hand, and said 
in a voice thick with rage : " You or I must 
leave this school at once!" And as Miss 
Blake entered, and stood amazed at the aspect 
of the little circle which she had left a little 
while before apparently in perfect peace, 
Dora ran to her, and rapidly and ungenerously 
told the story of her grievance, saying nothing 
of the provocation she had given, while Dolly 
and Bebecca occasionally echoed her com^ 
plaints, or volunteered statements of their OYm, 

Elizzie's reply in regard to the dress was 
strictly true, but she despised herself for de- 
scending to the cruelty of taunting Dora with a 
relationship which was indeed no honor. Mr. 
Hammond had risen from the lowest station 
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to his present — Hi Avenue glory. He had 
wrought the strength of his body, the powers 
of his mind, and the best impulses of his na- 
ture into monet/. He had a brother, who, 
with more kindly impulses, less cunning, and 
as little principle, had ruined himself hope- 
lessly, and disgraced his family. Dora had 
often seen members of this feanily driven from 
the house, and the communicativeness of ill- 
trained servants had left her ignorant of no 
circumstance of their degradation. Every 
generous impulse of her child-heart had been 
smothered by the miserable worldliness and 
cruel selfishness of all around her; and in- 
stead of the pity she used to feel at the sight 
or thought of her cousins' destitution, she had 
come to hate them for living, since, in place 
of ministering to her pride, the thought of 
them, and that others thought of them in 
connection with herself, was constaixt torment. 
She had a secret belief that the aristocratic 
Margaret Huntington avoided intimacy with 
her on this accouni^ and now to have this, 
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which she could not deny, siiioe many of the 
girls knew its truth, thrown in her &oe by 
one whom she had so despised and insulted, 
was too much. ' 

No one but Eizzie had known what par- 
ticular femilies were to be the recipients of 
their charity. But the thought did not occur 
to Dora of disputing Eaiszie's assertion, for 
she did not know but others among the girls 
had known this mortifying fact all the whUe 
she had been so haughty in her charity. All 
the while during Dora's indignant, incoherent 
accusation. Miss Blake had kept turning 
toward Elizzie, as if expecting from her an 
intelligible explanation ; and when Dora 
seemed quite to have exhausted herself the 
governess turned to Kizzie for a verbal denial 
of what seemed «o unlike her spirit and usual 
manner ; but she said, raising her eyes for a 
moment to Miss Blake's : " It is true, Miss 
Blake, that I did say very cruel words, and 
I never can besorry enoughl O Dora, Dora I 
do forgive me ! I never can forgive myself!" 
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Agnes Carew here said, with a flushed 
face : " Miss Blake, Miss Hammond said very 
much worse things to Kizzie, or she never 
would have spoken as she did. You certainly 
would not have blamed her if you had been 
here." 

And Hannah Oarr here at last broke silence, 
and said : " Yes, Miss Blake, Agnes tells the 
truth ; the girls said right hateful things, and 
she bore them as long as she could." 

" Why, Hannah Carr I" said Eebecca 
^Lewis, speaking low, so that no one else 
should hear : " I shouldn't think you of aU per- 
sons would defend her, after she acted so 
about you I" 

" I can't help that 1" answered Hannah, " I 
won't hear even a tell-tale abused." 

"A what ?" cried Kizzie, who had caught 
the last words. 

" Don't speak, Hannah 1" said Eebecca in a 
frightened voice ; but here Miss Blake ordered 
the young ladies to go each to her own room, 
without talking with each other on the way, 
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and said that tlie case should be attended to 
more privately afterward. Dora Hammond 
disobeyed the command, and hastened to 
Margaret Huntington's room, and used the 
opportunity, when no one was near, to qualify 
or contradict her statement, to misrepresent the 
whole aflfair, and was so ingenious in her 
management of the story as to leave upon 
Margaret's mind the fixed impression that 
Elizzie had been shockingly unlady-like, and 
Dora well knew that nothing would be so in- 
fluential with Margaret in destroying a friend- 
ship, as such a charge clearly established. 

Bessie Hammond, rejoicing in her sister's 
absence^ seized the opportunity, and stole into 
Kizzie's room, and seeing her on her knees 
by the bed with her fece hidden, she only 
thought she was crying bitterly and needed 
comfort, and did not know she was seeking 
comfort where only it can be found. Bessie 
threw herself on the floor beside her, and 
clasping her little arms round her neck, 
cried with her. Kizzie roused herself from 
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her grief sufficiently to say : " O Bessie dear 1 
do go back to your room; Dora will be vexed 
with you for coming here 1" 

But Bessie did not mind her, and only cried 
the more, till there came a quick, angry knock 
at the door, and Dora's voice, harsher than its 
wont, said : ^' Bessie I come immediately to 
your room !" 

Bessie started toward the door, but ran 
back, and throwing her arms again aroimd 
Kizzie, said, "Don't be vexed with Dora 
and me," and then ran to make her peace with 
her angry sister, leaving poor Kizae in per- 
fect desolation. She felt as if she must fly 
right to her mother with her folly and her 
grief— that she could endure it no where be- 
side. Her tl^oughts turned to the influence 
upon the different girls of the bitter wojjls she 
had spoken. Of course it was out of the 
question to hope even to do Dora any good 
after what she had done ; and she was sure 
even those that pitied her would despise her 
for her weakness in not enduring unto the 
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end ; and worse tlian all, came the remem- 
brance of Margaret — ^her words, "Don't you 
fail I" rang in her ears till she ahnost felt that 
the guilt of Margaret's rejection of a Saviour 
would rest upon her. She listened in fear, 
expecting to see her reproachful face at the 
door every moment, but no one came. She 
tried to pray, but found no peace, for there 
she was beset with the thought, " Wbat right 
have I to go to Him, who, when lie was re- 
viled, reviled not again, with the trouble 
which my own wicked, impatient heart has 
brought upoH me?" And half-crazed with 
her remorse and helplessness, she had no clear 
idea left, except that she must fly home as 
soon as possible, before she had done any 
more harm, and with nervous hands she begajji 
taking the dresses jfrom the wardrobe, and 
folding them for her trunk, sobbing aloud 
piteously all the while. This prevented her 
from hearing a knock at the door, and her at- 
tention was not arrested till she heard Mar- 
garet Huntington say with a grave tone: 
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" Mifls Blake would like to see you in her 
room as soon as possible." Now Miss Blake 
had longed to go herself to her fevorite Eazzie, 
who she knew must be suffering greatly from 
her peculiar conscientiousness and the tender- 
ness of her heart ; but she did not dare sub- 
ject the impartiality of her judgment to such 
a temptation, lest her eyes should be blinded 
by her desire that Eazzie should be triumph- 
antly cleared of every unworthy charge ; so 
she did what she thought would be the most 
comforting thing for Kizzie, sending a mes- 
sage to Margaret, requesting her to stmimon 
Kizzie to meet Dora at her room. The 
thought of any ne^ssity to charge Margaret 
to be tender in her manner as she delivered 
the message, had not entered Miss Blake's 
mind, for she supposed she was gratifying 
her greatly by giving her permission to go to 
Kizzie, and express her indignant sympathy 
with her unjustly accused friend. But when 
Eazzie looked up at the sound of Margaret's 
voice, she saw neither sympathy nor reproach 
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in her cold gray eyes, but a hard expression 
which Eazzie had sometimes seen therefor 
others, but never before for herself, 

" Margie 1 have you heard all about it? 
Don't let it hurt you; you must forget all 
about me I" 

"You have done me no harm," repUed 
Margaret, in her stateliest manner, "but it 
was very unhdy-like /" And Margaret uttered 
this word wnkdy-Wce with a deliberate em- 
phasis of horror and tone of disgust, as if it 
involved the breach at once' of the ten com- 
mandments, and her fece assumed a lofly ex- 
pression of contempt for the sin and the sin- 
ner ; but Eazzie <£d not notice this, she only 
cried : " Only unlady-like ? It was dreadful ! 
I never knew that I had such malice in my 
heart before. Do you think the Saviour can 
ever forgive me for dishonoring him so ?" 

Margaret began to grow very uncomfortable ; 
her selfish pride of ladyhood and her horror 
at any thiag which should tarnish it, looked 
somewhat dwarfed and tawdry beside of this 
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all-subduing thought of the Saviour's honor, 
and she hurriedly repeated her message and re- 
turned to her own room. Her manner toward 
Kizzie, which she intended should make her 
feel that she regarded her as having lowered 
herself far beneath the level of her friendship, 
had been scarcely noticed in this controlling 
dread of losing the &vor of Jesus ; and she 
felt that her self-complacent air of superiority 
must have appeared to angel eyes somewhat 
contemptible beside the self-abasement of her 
Mend. She had thought to treat Kizzie with 
a loftiness of silent contempt, or overwhelm 
her, in the midst of her apologies and extenua* 
tions, with the horror of perfect good-breeding 
at a breach of its laws. But all this prepara- 
tion was useless with the crushed, self-accus- 
ing Kizzie, and she fled with her impotent 
weapons. 

After she entered her room, she took up, 
half-imconscious of what she was doing, the 
Bible which she had read so constantly of 
late, partly fix)m an honest desire to find the 
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truth, but in a measure from a superstitious 
expectation of a startling effect to be produced 
by a mere formal perusal of its pages. She 
opened the book carelessly, and her eyes 
were fixed upon the page for some time 
before her consciousness was aroused to the 
force of what they saw. It was so or- 
dered that her eyes ehould fall upon that 
significant story of the Pharisee, that model 
of gentlemanhood and rigid respectability, 
who is held up forever before the world as an 
object of scomM contempt in his self-ignor- 
ance and foUy, as contrasted with his de- 
spised companion, who dared not eveif enu- 
merate his sins, lest he should despair of help, 
but hastened to cry : * ' God be merciful I" She 
felt her glory fest departing from her. And 
the bitterness of her self-reproach was in- 
creased by a call, whose incidents require an- 
other chapter. 
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xn. 

TEOUBLES- 

"A SOORNSB proud—- a humble weeper t" 

Alice Leighton had scarcely seated her- 
self in Margaret's room, when its door was 
thrown open furiously, and in came Hannah 
Oarr, crying : " I can't find rest for the sole of 
my foot I Do take pity on me, and let me 
stay here a little while, Margaret! Why! 
are you here too, Alice ?" 

" Why are you so restless ?" asked Mar- 
garet, half-vexed at the interruption, but still 
willing to escape for the time &om her accus- 
ing thoughts. 

" I don't know 1 1 reckon it's this miserable 
affair of Kizzie Griswold. If I believed in 
Kizzie as I used to, I would eat Dora Ham- 
mond up I" 

" What has changed your opinion of Kizzie ? 
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I thought she was the realizatioii of your ideal 
of perfection." 

** Well, so she was — ^and I declare she bears 
torment like an angel ; but I never felt more 
disappointed in my life than when she turned 
informer — ^but she acted like a saint to-day 1" 

" Turned informer I" said Margaret, "what 
canyoumean? I am sure that is not at all like 
her." 

" Well, she did it, and it was so mean too 1 
She went and told Miss Blake that Dora 
Hammond didn't work out her own problems, 
and that I did them for her ! And so I did ; 
but it was just to please Kizzie Griswold that 
I did it, because she had a notion that it wasn't 
the thing to study or read while Miss Blake 
was praying. She was right enough about 
that', but then to go and tell !" 

Here, Alice Leighton, who had been trying 
to stop Hannah for some time, said with a 
faltering voice : " Hannah, I have been very 
wicked not to tell you about that before ; I 
knew you thought Kizzie had told of you, 
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from the way in wMcIl you treated her, and 
I was so wicked and so jealous of her, because 
she was better than I, and because you all 
felt that she was, that I was willing you 
should believe she was the one who brought 
you into trouble ; but it wasn't she, it was 
another girl. I heard Miss Blake finding 
feult with her for not studying more, and tell- 
ing her how studious her friend Dora Ham- 
mond had become lately, that she scarcely 

ever had any failures in algel^ra^ till Ee 

this person grew vexed, and said : ' There is 
good reason for that ! Hannah Oarr works out 
all her problems for her every single day ;' 
and then I suppose Miss Blake sent for you 
and Dora, and wouldn't tell who was her in- 
formant, and you got the idea in some way 
that it was Eozzie." 

"Eebecca Lewis told me it was, right out 
and out I" #ied Hannah, and then added in a 
most reproachful tone : " Alice Leighton ! 
how could you do so, and let me be so mean 
and unkind?" And Hannah fairly cried over 
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the injustice of which she had been guilty. 
Poor Alice went on, with bitter self-reproach, 
to make a fall confession. She said she had 
felt before Kizzie came to the school, as if she 
were not living as she ought, and had misre- 
presented the power of religion before the 
girls, who knew that she professed to have 
found a better way of life than they knew, 
and afterward Kizzie's life was a continued 
reproach and reminder of duty to her ; and in- 
stead of loving her for it, and trying to be 
like her, she had come to almost hate her for 
waking up her conscience, and making her 
uncomfortable in her idle life ; and so Alice 
went on heaping reproaches upon herseU^ till 
her companions, who felt that her life had 
been much worthier than their own, in spite 
of its inconsistencies, were driven to look into 
their own hearts and over their lives with 
new judgment. ^ 

Margaret was almost desperate. She had 
been trying ever since Dora's misrepresenta- 
tion of Kizzie's behavior, to believe that 
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Ki^zie's religion and all religion was a sham, 
and that all these weeks which she had spent 
in searching, prayer, and thought, were so 
much time thrown away. But the scene in 
Kizzie's room, the keen, searching story she 
had read, and now Alice's awakened shame 
and remorse, had brought back all her con- 
victions with threefold force, and she longed 
to be alone that she might think ; for so ignor- 
ant was she, that she was still hoping to think 
her way, from " nature's darkness into mar- 
vellous light" 

As Alice left the room, Margaret longed to 
comfort her in some way, but she was un- 
skilled in the Christ-like art, and could only 
say : " God help us both 1" Hannah Carr be- 
took herself to the Carews, to repeat the story 
of the mistake she had made, and the conse- 
quent injustice she had done Kizzie ; so Mar- 
garet was left to herself and soon found she 
had comfortless company. Her first thought 
was of Alice. She had always known her to 
be a "nice girl," as she told Eazzie, but she 
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never could understand why she was repelled 
fix)m her; there was something which had 
always qualified her admiration and liking 
for her. Margaret now imderstood that this 
former feeling had arisen from an inner 
consciousness of her inconsistency. Alice 
was naturally lovely and lady-like, which 
Margaret's will declared indispensable, and 
perhaps sufficient to an attractive character ; 
but her conscience, keen and quick, had re- 
fused its approval of the confused, indistinct 
characteristics of a soul knowing its duty and 
doing it not, while her own soul had been 
hiding away from conscience, lest it should 
have duty revealed to it. But now conscience 
refused to wander abroad any longer, and 
began a searching home-work, making her 
see how selfishly every moment of her con- 
scious life had been employed, that she had 
never spoken a word which reached in its 
aim beyond her own little self That this 
cheridhechaoal, this aspiration of hers to be a 
perfect lady, w^ just a vulgar ambition to be 
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xni. 

AN INVALID. 

" Ip thine enomy thiretj give him drink." 

KlzziB threw herself on her bed without 
undressing, and cried herself asleep, still sob- 
bing in her unquiet slumber, till she was 
awakened by a little shivering figure in 
white, distincjtly seen in the moonlight. She 
was greatly startled at first, but immediately 
recognized Bessie Hammond, who clung to 
her, crying : " O Eazzie I I am so glad you 
are dressed I Do come right away and see 
sister Dora ; something dreadful is the matter, 
she talks so queer, and she struck me too I I 
thought she was dreaming bad dreams, but 
when I kissed her to wake her up, her eyes 
were wide open, and her face was so hot it 
burned my lips." 

Before she had finished, Kizzie had lifted 
14 
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her into tlie bed ; bidding her stay there till 
she was warm again, she hurried to Dora's 
room, and there found all as Bessie had said. 

Dora was in a high fever. Kizzie was at 
first afraid to go near her, lest the sight of 
one she so disliked should excite her still 
more ; but going to her with a wet napkin for 
her head, Dora seemed quieted at once by her 
presence. Kizzie hastened to Hannah Carr's 
room, and begged her to go for Miss Blake 
and dispatch a messenger for a physician, and 
then she returned to her charge, to find her 
raving in the delirium of fever. 

Two days before this, Dora had asked per- 
mission to go to a friend's house in town, to 
spend the afternoon and night. Miss Blake 
had refused at first, as Dora had not been well 
for some time, but finally gave her liberty to 
go, as she promised not to expose herself in 
the least degree. 

But Dora had a cherished plan, which was 
to be carried out at every risk. She went in- 
deed to her friend's house, but accompanied 
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them to a large party, (which was entirely 
contrary to the rules of term-time,) danced 
till morning, cooled her excitement by a pro- 
menade on the verandah, and came back to 
the school late in the forenoon, irritable, and 
seriously ill. 

The excitement of the trouble with Kizzie 
had still more increased her fever, and she 
went to her room frightened about herself, 
but afraid to complain, lest her disobedience 
should be discovered. 

Dora did not seem to recognize Klizzie, but 
would let no one beside come near her. In- 
deed, she called Hannah Oarr by Kizzie's 
name, and would one moment wildly upbraid 
her, and the next confess her unMndness ; and 
it was only after Kizzie's earnest entreaties, 
that she would let Kizzie approach near 
enough to form any idea of her state, and would 
take medicine from no hand but hers. She 
even repulsed poor little Bessie, who had crept 
up to her side, and was crying aloud with grief 
and fright. But Kizzie soon soothed Bessie 
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to deep, and insisted upon remaining herself 
with Dora. 

As soon as the report of Dora's illness 
spread through the school, there was great 
excitement. Rebecca Lewis said it was no 
wonder, after the terrible treatment Dora had 
received from Kizzie, and was loud in the 
utterance of this sentiment, until Hannah 
Carr suggested that the best exhibition she 
could make of her indignant sympathy with 
Dora would be by rescuing her from Kizzie's 
care, under which she had been through the 
night. 

Dolly Goodrich no sooner heard of Dora's 
sickness, than her selfish fear was at once 
aroused that the disease might be contagious, 
and she was half-frantic with dread, lest she 
had already been exposed, and took refiige in 
flight ; but in the greater interests of the day, 
was not missed till a messenger came for her 
trunks. 

Miss Blake sent a telegraphic dispatch at 
once to Mrs. Hammond, and received the re- 
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ply that it was out of the question for her to 
be with Dora heiseli^ and giving orders that 
the best nurses and medical skill should be 
provided. 

Dora's own mother had died only a few 
weeks after Bessie's birth, and Mr. BLammond, 
after eight years of widowhood, had married 
a selfish, worldly gu*l, but few years older 
than Dora, who consented to become the wife 
of the wealthy widower, only that she might 
have greater means of self-indulgence than 
her fether's house afforded. The handsome 
Dora was soon found to be troublesomely in 
the way, and of Bessie she absolutely reftised 
to take any care, so that Mr. Hammond was 
forced to send them away to school, and they 
had for three years spent only brief vacations 
at home. 

When Miss Blake had said, thinking to 
comfort Bessie, " Your mother has been sent 
for," Bessie had looked very much astonished, 
and said: "Why, what for? She won't 
come !" And so it proved. 
14* 
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To do the fether justice, it ought to be said 
that he heard nothing of Dora's illness for 
some time after the message was sent, and 
then it was spoken of so lightly that he con- 
tented himself with the assurance that she had 
the requisite care and advice. 

Kizzie pleaded so earnestly for permission 
to stay with Dora, and so great was the inva- 
lid's repugnance to the nurse and every one 
beside, that Miss Blake reluctantly consent- 
ed, only charging the attendants to do every 
thing in their power to relieve Kizzie of care 
and labor. 

There was indeed very little to be done. 
As the days and nights went on, Dora re- 
mained in the same state ; at one time raving 
madly, again moaijing piteously for her dead 
mother, and much of the time unconscious. 
But there by her side always sat Kizzie, 
ready for any call, and faithfully watching for 
the least shadow of change in her appearance. 

Dora did not recognize Bessie, and the poor 
child seemed to have no interest left aUve, 
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except to sit with Kizzie, with her great, 
earnest eyes fixed on her unconscious sister; 
but Kizzie at last succeeded in awakening her 
attention, and soon fixed it firmly. She 
found that the Bible histories, with which she 
herself had been familiar ever since her mem- 
ory began, were new to the neglected Bessie, 
and when she came to teU her the story of the 
Saviour, his birth, life, and death, Bessie was 
eager to hear more, and to have the same 
marvellous history repeated again and again. 

" Why, Bessie !" asked Kizzie, " did no 
one ever tell you about Jesus before ?" 

" Yes, but they didn't tell me so I thought 
he was any thing to me /" 

After this blessed truth, that Christ may be 
a personal friefnd^ was once received to her 
heart, no questioning doubts tormented her. 
When she had asked, " Ejzzfe I does Jesus 
wwnJt mt to love him?" and when an- 
swered in the affirmative, asked once again : 
*'But does he my he does?" and was assured 
by his own wonderful words^ which it would 
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seem would remoye every doubt from the 
most faithless heart, she was at rest for- 
ever. 

But she was not satisfied till her joy was 
shared. She longed, like the brother of old, 
to bring the dearest member of the femily to 
Jesus. 

" Kizzie, will Dora die?" asked she, when 
the crisis of the disease was near. 

"No, I hope not; but you are willing 
God should take care of that, an't you? and 
that he should do what he thinks best with 
you all?" 

" But wiU Dora go to heaven if she dies ?" 

Kizzie hesitated, and then said: "Does she 
love Jesus?" 

"I don't know. I guess she doe^'t know 
much about him ; but Tm sure she would, if 
you would tell her what you have me about 
him. You mustn't blame her, for we never 
had any one to tell us about these things, as 
you have." 

" Well, Bessie,* as soon as Dora gets better, 
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joiL must tell lier all that you know about 
Jesus." 

'^ OhI yes, I will I and, Eazzie, do tell me 
more." 

Ejzzie pointed out the fourteenth chapter 
of John, as Jesus' last words, in Bessie's little 
Bible, which was scarcely ever out of her 
hands since she had learned what a treasury 
of good things it was. She was always sure, 
when not reading it, to have her slender finger 
between some of its pages, which recorded 
the words or deeds of Jesus. 

"OhI" cried Bessie, "I know all about 
that ! Dora felt very badly one Sunday, and 
she told me ever so many things mother said 
to her before she died, and she said there was 
one chapter that she wanted read oyer and 
over to her, and I asked Dora to find it for 
me, and it was this one. I liked it then, but 
I didn't know so much about who Jesus was, 
and what he meant^ as I do now I" 

" If I were you, Bessie, I would learn all 
the verses while you sit here, and then if you 
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sliould be any wliere without a Bible, you 
would have them in your heart." 

" So I will, if you will hear me say them, 
and see that I get them right." 

And so Alice Leighton, who was now 
eager to relieve Kizzie, and had forced her to 
go to her own room for rest, while she took 
her place as watcher, heard Bessie's plaintive 
voice repeating over and over again with 
exact care the blessed words, as she sat on 
the window-stool to catch the fest-retreating 
light. 

When Kizzie returned to her post, she 
found Bessie nestled dose to Dora on the bed, 
whispering the same sweet words. She did not 
like to disturb her, but the nurse said it would 
injure them both, and on going to the bed to 
remove her, she uttered a cry as she saw a 
startling look of consciousness in Dora's eyes, 
which the fever had so long dulled. Dr. Snow 
was quickly summoned, and declared her ap- 
pearance favorable, but said every thing 
depended upon careful watching, and the 
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absence of any exciting, irritating circum- 
stances. As Elizzie was tenderly arranging 
the pillows, Dora suddenly seemed to recognize 
her, and a look of surprise changing to aver- 
sion passed over her face ; and making a repel- 
lant gesture, scarcely noticed in her weakness 
by any but Kizzie, a flush of fever came back 
to her pallid face. Kizzie saw that the time 
when she could be of any direct service to 
Dora was over, and went to her room, taking 
with her Bessie, who was wild with joy at 
the prospect of her sister's recovery. 

No sooner had they entered the room than 
she said : " Now, Kizzie, let us thank God 
right off I You said he would hear me if I 
asked him to, and so I told him all about 
Dora, and that she hadn't had any body to 
tell her about him and his dear Son, and if he 
would let her get well, perhaps she would 
learn to love him ! And he's so good, she'll 
get well and love Jesus as much as we do !" 
And the child knelt and offered her grateful 
prayer to Ckd in heaven, and manifested that 
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same entire trust that she would have felt in 
an earthly friend who had been kind to her, 
and who was actually and visibly present 
with her ; and Eizzie followed her in words 
scarcely less confident and simple than her 
own. 
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XIV. 

POPULAEITY. 

" But teach me, Lord, a milder thofaght^ 
Lest I, of all thj love hath booght^ 

Least honorable be ; 
And that which leada me to condemn 
Be rather want of lore for them 

Than Jealoiury for thee I" 

Dora's recovery was not rapid. Eazzie 
tried again and again to be once more of ser- 
vice to her, but she received no encourage- 
ment or gratefdl acknowledgment firom Dora. 
This excited as earnest a remonstrance £rom 
Alice as she dared utter to Dora in her 
physical weakness. 

" Why, Dora, how can you have the heart 
to treat Kizzie so, when she watched you 
night and day while you were so sick ?" 

" I never asked her to do it" 

"But you did! You would let no one 
else come near you I" 

" Well, if I did, it was when I wasn't my- 
16 
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self, and I think you are too cruel to trouble 
me so when I am sickl" ]>ora answered, 
taking refuge in babyish weakness. 

After this, the young ladies of the school 
left Dora almost entirely to the tender mercies 
of the hired nurse, for her ungrateful treat- 
ment of Kizzie took from them all patience 
for the endurance of her whims. 

Bessie, who was indefatigable in her effort 
to interest Dora in her own new object of love 
and enjoyment, was almost heart-broken at 
the careless, peevish manner in which her 
sister replied to her when she spoke of the 
Saviour and his love. She would fly to 
Kizzie for comfort, whom she told: "Dora 
says you have witched with me till I love 
you better than I do her, and she told me 
not to come to your room any more; but 
Miss Blake says I may, that it isn't doing 
wrong at aU. You'U let me come, won't 
you? for I'm afraid if I should stay all the 
time with her, I should forget sometimes to 
try and be good. But I do love her dearly, 
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and I wish she only loved Jesus as mucli as 
she does me." And Kizzie would comfort 
her ; soothing her with loving femiliar talk 
of the Saviour and the eternal home which 
he is preparing for those who love him, till 
Bessie was ready to go back to her sister with 
a new lesson of patience and love. 

Kizzie was in more danger from her popu- 
larity, than she had been in the old days of 
neglect and unkindness ; but her heart was 
yet sore with the remembrance of her sm of 
impatience, and the suffering consequent upon 
it had put her upon her guard, and taught 
her that she must walk softly, if she would 
walk surely. The caprice of school-girls 
exalted her into a heroine for the present. 
Even Dolly Goodrich, attracted at first by the 
marked attention with which some of the day- 
scholars treated Eazzie, wondered, and then 
followed the majority, and fewned upon her 
more devotedly than she had upon Dora in 
her queenhest days. She even pressed upon 
Kizzie, with the indelicacy of selfishness, 
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articles of dress, and was amazed at lier folly 
in refiising that of which she was so obviously 
destitute; and when her flattering words 
were also warded off with a kind but firm 
persistence, very different from Dora's affecta- 
tion of indifference, Dolly was at her wits' 
end, at her utter fedlure of finding an approach 
to the heart of the new object of her admira- 
tion. Kizzie was as much disturbed by her 
want of love and interest in Dolly, as Dolly 
herself could be, but for a very different 
reason. Kizzie was afraid she cared too little 
for her to try and do her any good, and was 
frightened sometimes at the doubt which 
would creep into her mind, whether there 
was enough of character in the vain, frivolous 
girl, to make it worth her while to attempt 
to show her any worthier way of living. 
Such thoughts, however, always resulted in 
sending her down into her own heart, where 
she foxmd purposes and emotions which 
needed such jealous watching, that she was 
ashamed of her distrust of Christ's power to 
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make any heart, however worthless and de- 
filed, clean and pure by his grace, since she 
dared hope that her own had been so blessed 
by him. She had now in Alice Leighton a 
firm and helpful Mend, and her heart was 
lighter than it had been before since she lefi; 
home. Indeed Hannah Garr said : " Kizzie 
Griswold is the funniest professor of religion 
I ever saw I They usually go about looking 
as solemn as owls, when they don't forget 
and be natural ; but Kizz seems to be having 
such a good time all the while I I believe 
she was made up with the religion in her, or 
she couldn't carry it oflF so naturally — ^at any 
rate, she was made a heap different firom me 
in the first place I" 

"No I" cried Bessie, who had been an un- 
noticed listener to the conversation which 
drew forth Hannah's remark. "No I or at 
least) that isn't what makes her so good 1" 

" Well done, Bessie Hamriiond I if one of 
your &mily has taken up preaching, what 
will happen next?" 
16* 
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"Please don't, Hannah! I don't know 
enough to preach, but I do know that God 
can take any heaxt^ no matter how bad it is, 
and make a good one out of it I" 

Hannah whispered to one of her compan- 
ions, too softly for Bessie to hear, " I would 
like to see him try and fix over Dora's ;" and 
then kissed Bessie, saying : " You are enough 
to make us all ashamed of ourselves, you 
little darling, you I even if Kizzie were out 
of the way with her dear preaching fece and 
ways. I declare, I don't know what is com- 
ing to us all I The first I know I shall be 
good myself I O dear ! I wish I were." 

And so ended all Hannah's talks upon se- 
rious subjects, about which she had more 
thought than she was willing to admit — " 
dear 1 1 wish I were," with no persistent eflfort 
to be. 

And Margaret Huntington stood hesitating 
upon the very threshold of the blessed rest ; 
but she was there rather in the attitude of 
one waiting to have the great Champion come 
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forth, and lead her in with triumphant songs, 
than as a kneeling suppliant The proud 
heart was not bowed. 

Dora wore a very unlovely, dissatisfied ex- 
pression, when she was able to leave her room 
and be occasionally with her school-mates. She 
was very ill-suited with the general appearance 
of afi&irs, but found herself powerless to make 
any change in them. Even Dolly GkK)drich, 
who, upon Dora's first return, was Mghtened 
into a return to her old orbit, finding herself 
alone, soon resumed her place as a satellite of 
E[izzie. And when Dora went back to her 
own room with complaints of neglect, and 
bitter &ult-finding, she felt as a constant re- 
proach and great aggravation, the lovely tem- 
per of Bessie, who had formerly bent like a 
reed with every breath of her sister's opinion, 
but who now with sweet earnestness ai^ed 
for the right wherever found. And so Dora 
became morose, and was even actually unkind 
sometimes, in her treatment of Bessie, who 
had never before experienced any thing but 
tenderness from her sister. 
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XV. 

"IS IT WELL WITH THE CHILD?" 

# 

** With that look beside, we hare 
On our &oes who die joung, 
I had died, dear, all the same.'* 

One evening Dora and Bessie were alone 
in their room. The elder sister said nothing, 
but sat moodily gazing into the fire, while 
Bessie was kneeling on the deep window-stool, 
looking up into the brilliant skies, and singing 
in a sweet, low voice, a hymn which KSzzie 
had taught her: 

" I want to be an angel, 

And with the angels stand, 
A crown upon my forehead, 

A harp within my hand; 
There, right before my Sayiour, 

So glorious and so bright, 
rd wake the sweetest music, 

And praise him day and night 

" I never should be weary, 
Nor ever shed a tear, 
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Nor ever know a kkrow, 

Nor ever feel a Hmt; 
Bat blessed, pure, and holj, 

rd dweU in Jesus' sight, 
And with ten thousand thousands, 

Praise him both daj and night 

" I know I'm weak and sinfti], 

But Jesus will fbrgive ; ^ 

For many little children 

Hare gone to heaven to live. 
Dear Saviour, when I languish, 

And lay me down to die^ 
Oh \ send a shining angel, 

To bear me to the sky. 

"Ohl there FU be an angel, 

And with the angels stand, 
A crown upon my forehead, 

A harp within my hand ; 
And there before my Saviour, 

So glorious and so bright^ 
111 join the heavenly musio^ 

And praise hhn day and night" 

The words, and the sweet tones in which 
they were sung, had no charm for Dora, but 
fretted her irritable temper till she was on 
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the point of bidding Bessie go stay with lier 
psahn-singing friend if she could not be quiet, 
when suddenly the song ceased, and a light 
foot came slowly across the room, and Dora's 
neck was encircled by Bessie's little clinging 
arms. Dora tried to disengage them, but they 
clung fest, and Bessie said : " Do love me, 
sister I I am afraid if you don't, you'll be 
sorry when I'm gone!" 

"Why, Bessie, child 1 what do you mean ?" 
cried Dora, startled rather by the tone than 
by the words. 

"Why, Dora, I haven't felt strong this 
great while. I haven't said any thing about 
it, for fear it would make trouble, but I 
thought I had better tell you to-night. Look 
at me, Dora! don't you see how deep in my 
eyes are ?'* 

Dora caught her passionately in her arms, 
and held her close, caressing her, and crying, 
" O Bessie, Bessie ! It isn't true ! You will 
kill me if you talk so !" 

" But, Dora, dear I don't feel so badly about 
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it, think how much better it will be. If God 
is so good as to take me to heaven, I shall be 
so happy, and you will want to come where 
mother and I are, and so by and by we shall 
all get together there I" 

And here she began to sing, " There is a 
happy land, far, fer away," but soon ceased, 
saying : " I'm sony it hurts me to sing, but 
it won't by and by." 

"O Bessie I do you want to kill me? 
Where are you sick ? Why haven't you told 
me before?" 

" Oh ! I began to feel badly while you were 
so sick. It isn't any particular pain, only I 
feel so weak, and it tires me to do any thing." 

"O Bessie! how I have neglected you. 
Do forgive me ; I didn't know what I was 
doing. I thought you were turning against 
me, like all the rest. Forgive me, won't you, 
precious ?" 

"Why, there isn't any thing 'to forgive," 
said Bessie, smiling. "I know you love me 
better than you do any thing else, but I ^" 
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''Bessie, sit here while I run for Miss 
Blake." 

"No, no, Pora, don't make any trouble; it 
isn't necessary," 

But Dora only waited to give her one more 
passionate embrace, before she flew for Miss 
Blake. The whole school had been unusually 
engrossed with its studies, since the removal 
of the temporary disturbance of Dora's illness, 
and Miss Blake herself had been too busy to 
be closely watchftd as usual, over Bessie, who, 
on account of her loveUness and fi:ailness, had 
always received her tenderest care. But when 
she entered the room and looked at Bessie, 
who smiled a welcome from the great arm- 
chair, in which her slight form was almost 
lost, with eyes opened by Dora's almost in- 
coherent account of her state, she was startled 
by the change which appeared in her, and by 
the unearthly expression of her beautiful face. 
But she quickly recovered her self-possession 
and soothed Dora, who was almost fran- 
tic, at one moment clasping Bessie, and the 
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next throwing up her arms toward heayen in 
wild petition to that God of whom she had 
thought but little before. 

Bessie followed her with earnest eyes, say- 
ing softly : " O Dora, dear I do feel happy 
about it as I do." 

Dora was restless till a physician was sent 
for, and Miss Blake herself was impatient for 
his coming. Dr. Snow looked grave, and said 
in a low voice to Miss Blake, meaning that no 
one else should hear : " Why was I not sent for 
earlier ?" 

Dora, who had forcibly restrained herself 
until then, while waiting in breathless silence 
for some word fix>m the dgctor, was listening 
too eagerly to lose these words, which she in- 
terpreted as expressing hopelessness, and burst 
forth into passionate cries of self-reproach and 
feult-finding with Miss Blake for neglect of 
Bessie, and was only silenced by the doctor's 
stem rebuke, who declared that she could not 
harm her sister more than by such wild ex* 
citement. Bessie begged her to hold her in 
16 
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her lap, and there she sat, caressing with her 
little transparent hand Dora's burning cheek. 

Dr. Snow, after a whispered conversation 
with Miss Blake, said in an affectedly cheerftil 
voice : " We must send for this little girl's 
mother to nurse her np nicely; that is what 
she needs." 

At this, Dora's self-control again gave way, 
and she cried out bitterly: "She has no 
mother ! God took her from us long ago. I 
am all she has to care much for her, and I 
have let her suffer." 

Dr. Snow took Bessie from Dora, and gave 
her into Miss Blake's arms, and then led the 
half-crazed girl into the hall, where he made 
her listen to him while he charged her if she 
had any love for her sister, and any desire to 
save her life, to restrain her feelings and forget 
herself entirely ; and said if she fidled of doing 
this, he should consider it his duty to separate 
her from Bessie, and forbid her seeing her. 
And then leaving her to struggle with her 
naturally passionate nature, usually hidden 
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beneath a cold, proud exterior, but now break- 
ing over all restraints, he returned to Bessie. 

Dora threw herself on the floor, and 
clenched her hands, while Kizzie, who, hear- 
ing an unusual disturbance in the hall, opened 
her door and came on till she saw this figure 
lying prone on the carpet, whom she soon re- 
cognized by her dress as Dora. She hesitated 
for a moment as she saw who it was, but 
alarmed by the violence of her* sobs, she said: 
" Dora, what is the matter ? Can I help you 
in any way ?" 

" O Kizzie I help me I Bessie is dying I If 
God has any mercy, ask him' to spare her ! 
O God I have mercy I" 

Kizzie was too much startled by the words, 
" Bessie is dying I" to attend much to her sis- 
ter's agony at that time, and hastily opened 
the door of the room where the Doctor was 
sitting with Miss Blake, who only concealed 
her anxious grief by the greatest exertion of 
self-control, while Bessie's face, as she stretched 
out her hand to Kizzie, was as calm as if in 
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quiet sleep. Kizzie looked eagerly fix)m Miss 
Blake to the doctor, and then at Bessie, whom 
she now saw as Miss Blake had seen her, and 
laying her head in Bessie's lap, with the 
little welcoming arms around her neck, she 
uttered one sob from the depths of her heart 
Dr. Snow was impatient, fearing another 
scene, and said : " We had better be left alone. " 
But Miss Blake laid her hand on Kizizie's 
head, and said : " Kizzie will be quiet and 
helpful." 

And Bessie said : " Yes, Klizzie, you can tell 
them better than I, that they mustn't be very 
sorry and that it is all right. Do, Kizzie, 
make Dora believe it, won't you ?" 

" I will do all I can, darling 1" said Kizzie, 
snatching one kiss, and escaping from the 
room, as if she could not trust herself to re- 
main longer. She reproached herself for 
having left Dora without a word of comfort, 
and persuaded her to go to her room with her 
till she had regained sufficient composure to 
appear in Bessie's sight 
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Kizzie was too wise and full of sympathy 
to speak many words, but those she did utter, 
helped Dora in her effort to conquer herself; 
and it was not long before the poor girl was 
eagerly trying to remove the traces of her 
violent grief fix>m her face.. 

" There, Ejuzzie I do I look as if I had been 
crying?" and then bathing her face again, 
"Will Bessie notice my eyes now, do you 
think?" the tears all the while chasing each 
other down her cheeks, and quick sobs chok- 
ing her utterance. "0 Kizzie I how did she 
look to you ? Is there any hope ? God will 
hear you quicker than me, because you al- 
ways pray ;. do ask him for us." And with 
Kizzie's promise she returned to Bessie, hid- 
ing, as best she could, her agonized fece. 

Dr. Snow said, as he took his leave : " You 
had better have that quiet. Miss Griswold 
stay with you to-night. Where is she ? let 
me see her." 

Dora went to bring her, and Dr. Snow saw 
that he could not have gratified Kizzie more 
16* 
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than by allowing her to be of service to Bessie, 
and was sure he was leaving his patient in 
the most tenderly faithftil care. 

Miss Blake wished to remain also to watch 
over the dear one, but Kizzie repeated what 
the doctor had said, that there was scarcely 
any thing to be done, and that the presence 
of another would only excite Bessie ; so, after 
seeing Bessie quietly in her bed, she retired. 

Dora had refused to go to another room, as 
she had been urged to do, and would occupy 
no other place than that by Bessie's side, with 
her arms wrapped close about her ; so Miss 
Blake sent in a little field-bedstead for Kizzie, 
which was placed close by Bessie, on the op- 
posite side fix)m Dora. 

When Bessie saw that Kizzie was ready to 
lie down, she said: "Kizzie, would you just 
as lief pray with us to-night ? we should like^ 
it so much if you would I", 

Seeing Kizzie hesitate as she glanced to- 
ward Dora, she said: "Dora wants you to, 
don't you, dear ?" 
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To wliicli Dora replied, in the most sub- 
dued voice : " Yes, Kizzie, do." 

As Kizzie was about to kneel by the bed- 
side, Bessie said : " Don't, Dora dear, hold me 
so tight I I want to kneel too I" 

" No, darling I do lie still, it will hurt you." 

"No, please let me, Dora;" and freed from 
her sister's grasp, she knelt on her bed by her 
pillow, folding her hands, and closing her 
sweet eyes reverently, while Dora crept to 
the floor, and sobbed in response to Eazzie's 
prayer. 

When it was ended, and they were all lain 
down, Bessie said gently: "Don't do it, if it 
will trouble you Kizzie, but I do want you to 
sing one hymn 1" 

"I am afraid it will keep you awake, 
Bessie!" 

"Oh! no I I shall sleep the better, please." 

And so she sang, in a low sweet voice, the 
old Evening Hymn, " Glory to Thee, my God, 
this night I" and, as she finished the last 
stanza, Kizzie saw that Bessie was in a calm 
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deep, wHile Dora, exhausted by her violent 
grief, soon followed her. 

Then Kissie began to thintrof her own 
personal sorrow. As she raised her head 
from the pillow, and looked at the exquisite 
face upon which there rather seemed to rest 
the light of heaven than the shadow of 
death, and thought how soon for them this 
light would fade away, while it kindled for 
her into perfect day ; she thought, with an 
added pang, of each natural grace and win- 
ning way of hers, now heightened and glori- 
fied by the same heavenly Hght, till it seemed 
as if she were already wonted to the ways of 
the sweet home above, and that her spirit went 
in and out through the gates of pearl at will. 

And then came the rebellious thought, 
Why is it not the useless Dora, instead of this 
one, so redolent of heaven, that winning love 
to herself is almost gathering hearts for its 
purity and rest ? But she was reproached by 
the sight of Dora's wan face troubled and 
fearful even in sleep. 
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But Kizzie felt that she was now unfitting 
herself for the demand which would be made 
upon her emotions and strength, and she qui- 
eted herself by repeating the catechism, which 
she had learned from her fether's habit, when 
Sunday night found him too much excited 
for sleep, to use as a soothing draught 

The morning light revealed two pale feces 
bending over the still peacefully sleeping 
Bessie. They dared not look in each other's 
eyes for the confirmation of their uncontrolla- 
ble fears. Dora was the first to speak ; she 
said, in a faint wavering voice : ** You will 
forgive me Aere, won't you?" 

There was no need of a spoken reply; 
Eazzie reached, across the little sleeper, and 
kissed the blanched lips of Dora, whose sobs 
awoke Bessie in time to see this affectionate 
embrace. 

"Oh I that makes me well I" she cried. 
" Do it again, you dear sisters! When I'm 
in heaven, perhaps, Til have eyes that can 
see away down here, and they'll show me 
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Dora and Kizzie loving each other with all 
their hearts I" 

And she fiiirly clapped her hands together 
in anticipation of the coming joy. 

"0 Bessie I you are cruel to talk as if you 
would be glad to leave mel I should be 
miserable in heaven without you 1" 

" Dora I you hurt me I don't say that I" 
and the first expression of pain they had seen 
there passed over the holy child's JBsuje. 
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XVI. 

QUIET FEOM GOD. 

" A LAEGB upper chamber whoae window opened toward 
the sun-rising: the name of the chamber waa peace.*' 

Bessie suflfered little pain, but never left 
her room. There she sat day after day in her 
favorite place, the great arm-chair. Dora in- 
sisted that she should be dressed each day as 
if she were in health; and seemed miserably 
restless tiU the white night-dress, which made 
her little figure seem frailer, and her pale face 
wanner, was exchanged for some bright hues, 
which might reflect a tinge of color on her 
&ding cheek, around which fell the long 
golden curls. So there she sat, supporting 
her head with the little hand which daily 
grew more transparent, speaking comforting 
words to Dora, or murmuring to herself the 
hymns or Scripture verses with which her 
memory was now stored; but often sitting. 
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mth a sweet smile parting her lips, and lier 
great deep eyes fixed as if upon things invis- 
ible. This was an expression which made 
poor Dora half-frantic. She would play the 
gayest, wildest polkas ; she would chatter on 
in extravagant merriment ; she would do any 
thing to bring those eyes back to earth ; and 
she always was successful. They would turn 
away from heavenly sights to the wretched 
sister's &ce, and be fixed there with a sad 
pitying expression, but still with a strange 
gleam lingering in their blue depths. 

But Bessie's was the cheeriest room in all 
J;he house. A shadow rested elsewhere. The 
girls went about their school duties with 
grave, thoughtM jGsbces, and a subdued air ; 
but whoever entered this "chamber of peace," 
foimd earthly joy tempered by its atmosphere 
to a hallowed calm, while regretful sorrow 
could scarcely survive one hour of commun- 
ion with its occupant. 

One Sunday, after Bessie had grown per- 
ceptibly weaker, Eazzie was intendiDg to re- 
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main with her instead of going as usual to 
Mr. Loveland's, to accompany them to 
church ; but while she was sitting with her, 
a servant announced that her cousin was be- 
low waiting for her. Bessie begged that he 
might be shown up to her room, and stay 
with her till Kizzie was ready, for Bessie 
would not consent to her remaining away 
from the sacramental service, which was that 
day to be observed. 

Kizzie brought her cousin, Eichard Love- 
land, up to introduce him to Bessie. 

" I am glad to see you, Mr. Eichard I" said 
she, looking up into his frank face, which she 
could only do by a great effort, as he towered 
so fer above her with his six feet of height. 
" Please sit down I it tires me to look up so 
far I I have heard a great deal about you 
from Kizzie," continued she, not noticing the 
little smile of satisfaction playing about Eich- 
ard's lips, or the deepened color of Kizzie's 
cheek. " Please go and get ready, Kizzie !" 
and, when left alone with Eichard, she said : 
17 
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'* Mr. Eichard ! I want to ask you a question, 
whicli I didn't dare ask Kizzie, for I knew 
she would be so sorry if she had to tell me 
No. Do such young ^Is as I ever belong to 
the church ? I am bigger than I look now," 
added she, striving to stand up in the big 
chair, in one comer of which she was nestled, 
but she had not the strength for such an ex- 
ertion, and said, somewhat more sadly: 
" Well, Fm older than I look 1 I'm ahnost 
twelve, but I'm so little, and know so little, 
that I seem younger I Didn't you ever hear 
of girls twelve years old belonging to the 
Church?" 

Eichard Loveland told Kizzie afterward 
that he came very near telling Bessie that 
there was no church on earth pure enough to 
call her sister; but heforebore, and assured her 
that he had known many instances in which 
children even younger than herself had been 
received to membership with the Church. 

" Oh ! I hope papa wiH let me then, if they 
win take me ! I think he'U be here pretty 
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soon, because I wrote him a little note my 
own self, asking him to come and see me, and 
that will be the first question I shall ask 
him I" 

Dora, who could not rest long away from 
Bessie, here entered, and Bessie said : " Dora, 
dear I this is Mr. Richard — ^Kizzie's cousin I" 

Dora bowed distantly, and took her station 
jealously near Bessie, for she watched every 
person who came near her, and scrutinized 
every word, and the expression of their faces, 
lest there should be a hint of the coming 
time, whose remoteness she felt was moment- 
arily lessening, but from which she averted 
her &ce, and against whose warning sound 
she stopped her eais. 

" Eizzie must be almost ready," said Bessie, 
**will you pray here, please? she said you 
thought you should be a minister !" 

Bichard had no heart to refuse, and when 
he concludiad there were tears on all their 
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went to Alice Leigbton's room, and said : 
" You will go to Christ's table to-day with 
me, won't you?" 

"No I no I" cried Alice, "I am too wicked I 
not yet!" 

Kizzie sofUy sang : 

"If you wait till you are better, 
Tou will never come at all I" 

"I know, Kizzie, that it isn't the way out 
of my darkness and trouble, but I have 
staid away so long that I really dare not go 
now I" 

" Alice I because you have forgotten and 
neglected your Friend many months, you 
don't dare remember and honor him now! 
and disobey him when he says, ' This do I' 
O Alice 1 please come I" 

"No, Kizzie," said she, "not to-day," and 
turned away with a burdened heart. 
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xvn. 

A LA-ST BEQUEST. 

" I HAD a litae daughter, 

And she was g^ven to me 
To lead me gently backward 
To the heavenly Father's knee; 

<* That I, by the force of nature, 
Uight m some dim wise divine 
The depth of his infinite patience . 
To this wayward soul of mme.** 

When Eizzie returned from dxurch, she 
hastened to Bessie's room, where she was as* 
tonished to see her sitting with a care-worn 
looking man, against whose thin iron-gray 
locks her bright carls were pressed. 

" Thafs Eizzie I" cried she, as she entered ; 
and the stranger seemed to know who Ejzzie 
was, for a smile that seemed out of place 
among the rigid lines about his mouth, rested 
a moment on his &ce. 

" There, Tve got a fiither too !" said she to 
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Eozzie in explanation, " and he-s promised to 
stay witli me till ^" 

Mr. Hammond groaned alond, and then 
looking Tip, and meeting the*reproachful ex- 
pression of Kizzie's face, he said : " I have 
been kept in strange ignorance of her sick- 
ness ; I came as soon as I heard. O Bessie, 
Bessie I you must not talk about leaving your 
poor &ther just as he is finding out what a 
treasure you are ; there are pnough in heaven 
without my darling." 

"Oh! no, papa, don't say that! there an't 
enough without you and Dora and Kizzie 
and ail the world beside. And think how 
good it will be for me to be there and see 
you come in, one after another, while I keep 
growing happier and happier I" And with a 
fevorite caress she drew her hand softly over 
the fttrrowed cheek of her agonized father. 

What was it now to him that wealth was 
pouring in upon him its full tide, when this 
precious little life was ebbing fast away? It 
could not redeem one moment of that life, nor 
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pnrcliase one atom of hope that that life 
which sprung from his, would claim any kin- 
dred with him in the eternal home. He felt 
even while he clasped the little form in his 
anns, that he was as widely separated from 
her as earth from heaven. 

" Kizzie, will you tell us about the Lord's 
Supper?" 

" What do you mean, dearie ? Where I 
have been to day?" 

**Yes, that too, if you please; but about 
the first that there ever was. I want fiither 
to hear the story as you told it to me once. 
Sister Dora I" 

Dora heard even that feeble call in the ad- 
joining room, where she had been weeping 
sullen, bitter tears of self-reproach and anger 
at her fither's long delay. She came out, 
and as Bessie said, " Come and hear Kizzie's 
story," she could not speak, but only seated 
herself on the floor, and laid her aching head 
on Bessie's lap, whose caressing hand wan- 
dered from her fether's fece to Dora's with 
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soothing touoli, while Kizzie told the story 
of the Feast of Bemembranoe in her own 
words. When she liad finished, Bessie said : 
<< Isn't that beautifal? I should think that 
every body who had ever heard that He 
wanted to be remembered so mnch| would 
be glad enough to do it : bnt they don't ; for 
onee I sat down stdrs with Miss Blake, and 
staid in church wiMi her while she communed, 
and ever so many people went away. I 
didn't know then why one ate and drank, 
and another didn't, but now I do I Ejz2sie, 
your cousin Bichard told me to-day that 
smaller girls than I belonged to the Church 
— aad, papa> youll be glad to have me, won't 
you, if they will let me? I know Tm not 
good, and never have done any good, but I 
do love Jesus, and do so want to remember 
him once before I die, in the way he asked 
tiiiem to remember him just before he died." 

" Dearie ! you will have a great many op- 
portunities to do it before then I" 

"No, Father, don't say thatl" 
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" But, Bessie, you axe . too weak now. 
People are not allowed to go to the communion- 
table without belonging to the Church, and 
they have to stand up and answer a great 
many questions before they are received, and 
you are not strong enough for that." 

" You don't belong to the Church, do you, 
father ? I never heard you speak of it." 

" No, Bessie, IVe been too busy to think 
of such things." And Mr. Hammond thought 
of the times when Gbd had interrupted his 
business, sending losses and bereavements 
" to bring back his soul from the pit to be 
enlightened by the light of the living," and 
how he had resisted the grace of the call, and 
sunk himself deeper into the mire of worldli- 
ness; but now came this still small voice* 
piercing to his very soul, crying to his con- 
science and bleeding heart. Sleep no morel 

"Eazzie, do you think it would be right 
for me to belong to the Church, knowing so 
little as I do, and so wicked ?" 

Dora, who had not before spoken, said: 
" Bessie, you are too young 1 Wait 1" 
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" Wait?" cried Bessie. " I want to go to 
Jesus' home, and if lie should aak me if I re- 
membered him while I lived here, I should 
be very mncb ashamed to say, l^o, and Tm 
a&aid he wouldn't let me stay. &ther I and 
Dora! wont you let me ? You have always 
let me do as I wanted to in silly things, and 
things that hurt me, too : do let me do this I 
I am afiraid I shan't be happy to die, if you 
won't." 

*' Bessie wants to come to the Saviour in 
this way ; don't you think it would be wrong 
to shut her out ?" said Eizzie. 

'' But," answered Mr. Hammond, " Besae 
isn't able to go to the church." 

" But why must it always be in the church ? 
* Can't I eat and drink once in remembrance 
of him in this 'upper chamber?' " And her 
&ce wore a smile which was not of earth. 

^<I am sure, Mr. Hammond," said Eizade, 
'' that Dr. Adams would be very willing to 
come here and receive Bessie to the Church, 
and give her the sacrament Father has 
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often done so when people were too ill to 
leave their homes." 

" There, papa I yon can't say a word now I 
Yon will let me, won't yon ?" 

"But, Bessie I" cried Dora, "yon will have 
some thing to do which will vex and trouble 
yon, I am afraid. Dr. Adams will question 
you on subjects you know nothing about" 

"But Kizzie wiU teach me about them, 
won't you Kizzie?" 

" All I can, I will tell you. I wish fether 
were here to help you ! I am not worthy to 
teach you. I ought to learn of you instead. 
Dr. Adams will come and talk to you first, 
perhaps. Miss Blake will like to send for 
him for you." 

" Then you will let me, fether dear ?" And 
the little hand was busy about his fece with 
its eloquent pleading. 

" Any thing, darling, that you want 1" was 
all that he could say. And the litde invalid, 
wearied with excitement and anxiety, sank 
back exhausted, and lay looking so like 
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death, that the trembling of the long-fringed 
lashes over the full eyes, was the only sign of 
life. She only spoke once through the whole 
evening, while physician, father, sister, and 
friends, watched her with intense apprehen- 
sion, lest the spirit should fi^e itself from the 
powerless body, before its one earthly desire 
was accomplished. " I am so happy I" whis- 
pered the sweet lips, and the peace passing 
understanding shone in her face. 

When Bessie was somewhat revived by the 
stimulants which were made use of, so that 
there was the promise of a comfortable night 
for her, Miss Blake forced Kizzie to go to her 
room with her, and kept her there for the 
night As soon as she felt relieved from the 
necessity of controlling her feelings for Bessie's 
sake, Ej2aie's weakness and grief poured 
themselves out in such vehement weeping, 
that Miss Blake was alarmed, but quieted 
her by telling her she should send for her 
father to come and take her home, for she 
was so exhausted by the last few weeks of 
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anxietf and watching, as to need home 
care. 

" And how can I answer to your fether 
and mother," said Miss Blake, "for this 
pale, thin face, which they sent me round 
and blooming ? I shall have to forbid your 
staying with Bessie any more 1" 

" Oh ! no, Miss Blake I let me stay with her 
as long as I can." And Miss Blake was 
obliged to make this promise, and soothe the 
poor girl in her nervous excitement, as she 
would a little child. 

The next morning Bessie seemed so bright, 
and so eager to have her great subject of in- 
terest immediately attended to, that Dr. 
Adams was sent for early in the day. He 
had a long interview with Bessie, and when 
he came out of her chamber he went imme- 
diately to the school-room, where most of the 
young ladies were assembled, and even the 
most heedless noticed the peculiarly awed 
expression of his venerable face. He stood 
for a moment, his lips quivering with emotion, 
18 
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and then said : " My dear young fri&ids, I 
have been standing at the gate of heaven. 
Bessie will soon enter in. Have any of you 
ever thought that there is a possibility that 
you yourselves may be shut out ?" After a 
moment's pause, which was not silence, for 
unrestrained sobs testified to the quick natural 
emotions of Bessie's schoolmates. Dr. Adams 
added : "If God shall permit, the sacrament 
of the Lord's Supper will be administered 
here on the next Lord's Day. Let this whole 
week be a season of preparation for it in your 
own hearts." 

Dr. Adams told Miss Blake that he was 
sure, that in all his long experience, he liad 
never seen so remarkable an instance of the 
union of childlike purity of faith, with mature 
quickness in the apprehension of religious 
truth ; and when asked where she had learned 
so much of Jesus and his teaching, her 
answer had been : " Kizzie Griswold showed 
it to me in my little Bible." 

When asked on what day she wjould pr^er 
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to obflerye the feast for the fbrst time, she had 
requested that Dr. Snow should be sent for. 
When he came, she said : " Dr. Snow, how 
long do you think I shall live ?" Seeing him 
hesitate, she said smilingly : " Please tell me 
just as you think. ShaU I live as long as till 
•next Sunday?" 

" I hope so, and longer too, Bessie 1" 

" Thank you. I would rather you would 
come on Sunday then, if you are willing. 
You know that is the day He rose from death, 
and I think I should like that day best I But 
if Dr. Snow thinks it isn't safe to wait till 
then, then the sooner it is, the gladder I shall 
be 1 I want the time to come so !" 

After a whispered consultation with Dr. 
Snow, Dr. Adams had told her, that it should 
be as she wished ; and when he left her she 
was expresang, in earnest words, to her fether 
and sister, the joy which shone in her face, 
but found no reflection in their mourning, 
uncomforted countenances. 

When Dr. Adams had concluded his call 
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upon Miss Blake, he passed out into the hall, 
where Margaret Huntington and Kiz2de were 
standing together, engaged in a most earnest 
conversation, in which there seemed to be 
some diflfering. Eazzie was apparently urg- 
ing Margaret to some act from which she 
shrank, and as the good clergyman ap-* 
proached, Margaret seemed very much in- 
clined to make her escape, but Kizzie passed 
her arm through hers, and detained her, 
while Miss Blake introduced her to Dr. 
Adams, whom Kizzie had often seen at Mr. 
Loveland's. 

After speaking kindly to Margaret, he laid 
his hand on Kizzie's soft curls, and said: 
" The Lord has been so kind as to permit you 
to lead a precious lamb to his fold. It is a 
'high calling.'. I hope he may give you 
grace to work worthy of it" 

" Dr. Adams I" said Eazzie, speaking quick- 
ly, as if it were from the result of a strong 
determination, and she feared to delay its ex- 
ecution, lest her courage should Ml : " I wish 
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you wotQd help Margaret a little. She is 
waiting for something, but I don't know what 
it is, for she won't let me try and do any 
thing for her." 

Margaret, with an impatient gesture^ 
freed herself from Kizzie's grasp, but remained 
standing at a little distance from the group, 
with a haughty, defiant expression, repelling 
all approach. 

Dr. Adams' fiwe saddened as he turned to- 
ward her &om Kiz2sie, and said, after a little 
pause of searching scrutiny : " Our little Bes- 
sie will be, perhaps, the best human teacher 
she can have." And then he added directly, 
addressing the proud girl in whose expression 
there was no relenting softening: '^ My daugh- 
ter 1 never forget that he who receiveth not 
the kingdom of God as a littie child, can not 
enter therein." 

Margaret could bear no more; she has- 
tened to her room, which she did not leave 
again during the day. 

18* 
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Eozzie and Alice went together to Bessie's 
room, and as soon as she saw them, she cried 
out : " Oh 1 isn't it too good? We can all keep 
it together, Agnes, and Esther, and you, and 
Alice 1" 

" Yes ; you will, Alice I" whispered Kizzie 
to her. " You can not have the heart to stay 
. away then, I am sure." 

" I will try and get ready," said Alice, with 
deepest feeling. 

But as the hours of this preparation-week 
passed on, Bessie seemed to lose strength fear- 
fully. The effort which she made to talk 
cheerfully and persuasively to her fether and 
sister, was so much stolen fix>m her vital 
force. And Margaret haunted her room like 
an unquiet ghost, and asked the dying child 
questions which covered the whole ground of 
faith and a religious life ; to many of which 
Bessie could only reply in simple words, akin 
to those of the blind man long ago : " But 
this thing I know. He opened my eyes." 
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" I know it is cruel to make you talk so 
mucli ; but, Bessie, can't you tell me how to 
believe in Christ, and give myself to him ?" 

Bessie thought for a moment, and then 
summoning all her physical strength and rea- 
soning power, she said: "Why, Margie, I 
think it is something like loving any body 
else. You can't tell any body that don't 
know how to love, how ! If any body didn't 
love her fether, who loved her with all his 
might, and -did every thing for her, you would 
know she did wrong, but you couldn't tell 
her how to love Wm, though you feU how in 
yourself because you loved your own father 
so much. I can't tell you right, Margie. 
Please don't wait to find out how^ but do it 
right off now !" 

And as Bessie said these words, so ex- 
hausted was she by her feeling and exertion, 
that she feinted almost beyond restoration.. 
Margaret happened to be alone with her at 
the moment, and lost all self-possession in her 
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sudden fright ; but aid was finally brought, 
and the dear child was restored from death — 
for so it seemed to those who stood around 
her — ^that her desire of sitting once at the 
Saviour's table on earth might be realized. 

The dawn of Friday revealed a great de- 
crease of strength in Bessie ; she herself told 
her father : "I am sure I shall keep Simday 
with mother. Tell me once more how 
she looked, so I can know her ; but shell 
know me, won't she, and come and meet 
me?" 

She said very sweetly to*Miss Blake : " If 
it isn't too much trouble, hadn't you better 
send for Dr. Adams to come to-day ?" And so 
it was arranged that the sacrament should be 
administered in the afternoon of that day. 

She said to her &ther, who would not let 

her little hand go for a moment from his 

. grasp : " It is just as well, papa I This is the 

day the dear Saviour died for us all — ^for you, 

and Dora, papa 1 I am sure you will love 
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him after I have gone to live with him, if you 
don't now. I should be almost as happy as 
heaven if you and Dora were only going to 
sit with me at the Saviour's table." 

Oh I what a difference! The souls of 
father and sister were tossed as with a tem- 
pest, and not comforted, while this child-soul 
held fast to its hope-anchor, in perfect peace, 
staid on God. 
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xvm. 

THE FEAST OP BEMEMBRANOE. 

" With ashes who would grudge to part, 
When called on angels' bread to feast ?" 

Bessie was very weak. The large eyes 
were lifted to follow every movement in the 
room, but the veined lids, with their heavy 
lashes, often drooped wearily, vailing the ob- 
jects of her interest. The little white-draped 
table was placed at her bedside ; on it were 
the sacred symbols and the baptismal font 
Noiselessly the room was occupied by the 
schoolmates, and the few who were admitted 
to the hallowed service. Dora crept to her 
place on the bed beside Bessie, and scarcely 
raised her eyes during the whole ceremony. 

Mr. Hammond, at Bessie^s request, raised 
her head fix>m its pillows, and taking his 
place behind her, supported it with its clus- 
tering curls, upon his breast. As Margaret 
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Huntington entered, she quietly placed upon 
tlie table a Parian vase, formed in imitation 
of the leaves of the lily of the valley, and 
filled with the fragrant blossoms and feintly- 
tinged buds of the trailing arbutus. The 
sweet perfume seemed to startle Bessie, for 
slie opened her eyes with a wild, eager look, 
as if she thought she might already ,*have 
been transported to heavenly climes, and as if 
it might Ml on His fece whom unseen she 
had adored. 

The silence was scarcely disturbed, as the 
girls who had arranged themselves near the 
table, sang softly : 

^By oool SQoam's shady rill 

How fidr the lily grows i 
How sweet the breath beneath the hiU, 

Of Sharon's dewy rose I 
Lo^ such the child whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweei| 

Is upward drawn to Ood. 

" By cool SiloamV^ shady rill 
The lily must decay ; 
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The rose, that blooms beneath the hiO 

Must shortly fade away. 
O Thou I who giyest life and death. 

We seek thy grace alone, 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 

To keep us still thine own." 

And as Dr. Adams gazed tlirougli the tears, 
wliicli would flow, upon the dear one of 
whose pure beauty and frsjltj the lily was 
an emblem, he thought no words could have 
so harmonized with the tone of the occasion. 

Bessie kept her eyes fixed upon the group, 
the snowy folds of her drapery scarcely lifted 
by the faint pulsing of her heart, so early 
weary of measuring out this life. Occasion- 
ally she tried to join her voice with theirs, 
but the tones were too faint for mortal ears. 

While Dr. Adams knelt in prayer, Bessie's 
lips formed the words in repetition. Then 
followed the simple rite of Baptism, during 
which Bessie's eyes were fixed upon the cler- 
gyman's fiice, and only closed at the utter- 
ance of the assenting Amen. 
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" All wlio love our dear Lord, and have 
professed that love in any Christian church, 
are cordially invited to join with our young 
friend in this her first observance of the feast 
of his appointment." As Dr. Adams uttered 
this earnest invitation, looking around upon 
the awed company about him, and then pro- 
ceeded to make the necessary preparations 
for the remaining ordinance, Kizzie could 
not forbear whispering to Margaret Hunting- 
ington, who stood beside her, pale and hag- 
gard, but with a sweet, subdued expression, 
which sent a thrill of joyful hope into Eazzie's 
loving heart : " Margie, do come, too I" 

" Oh I no; I am not worthy of the crumbs, 
that fidl from this table. I may hope some 
time to come — ^but not here," directing Kiz- 
zie's ey^ toward Bessie, who, as God's serv- 
ant gave into the little white hand, eagerly 
outstretched to receive it, the symbol of 
Christ's body broken, seemed more like a 
sainted one made perfect, eating bread in the 
kingdom of God, than like a child of earth, 

19 
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partaking of that wHch is at once a memo- 
rial to UB of our condemning sliame and 
blessed hope. 

Dr. Adams repeated many passages of sa- 
cred prophecy and history, as the eloquent 
emblems were passSd from Bessie's lips to 
one afker another of the weepmg company ; 
and as he saw them motioned away by some 
of her schoolmates, who at that moment 
would have given their life for Bessie's hope 
and joy, he recited those prophetic words 
which seem, in their infinite pathos, to have 
come rather from the heart of the Divine 
Man, when pierced for sin : " Is it nothing to 
you, all ye who pass by ? Behold and see if 
there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow." 

The violent grief of the girls excited Dr. 
Snow's fears for Bessie, and he requested that 
the exercises should be at once concluded ; 
but Bessie, who seemed to have received an 
increase of strength, whispered : " They sung 
a hymn I" So those words were sung, hal- 
lowed, indeed, since they have expressed in 
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thoTisands of sacramental seasons the holy 
emotions of a great company now at the 
marriage-supper of the Lamb. 

** If homan kindness meets retam, 
And owns the grateM tie ; 
If tender thoughts within ns bam, 
To feel a Mend is nigh : 

" Oh I shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitade we owe 
To BJA who died our fears to quell, 
Who bore our guQt and woe I 

" While yet in anguish he surveyed 
Those pangs he would not flee, 
What love his latest words displayed, 
* Meet and remember me V 

^ Bemember thee 1 thy death, thy shame, 

Our sinful hearts to share 1 
. memory I leave no other name 

But his recorded there I" 

The girls were scarcely able to articulate the 
words of this hymn, and the strong men's 
voices Mtered, so that, clearly and distinctly 
above all, came Bessie's own voice, as she 
sang: 
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" Bemember tbee 1 thy death, thy shame I** 

After the benediction had been pronounced, 
Dr. Snow requested that the room should be 
quiet immediately, but as the sobbing girls 
were passing out, Bessie made a gesture to 
detain them. As they came nearer, she tried 
to speak, but her over-taxed voice refueed its 
aid. So kissing her hand, and waving it to- 
ward the group, with a feint motion, she 
raised it toward heaven, her eyes still j&xed 
upon them with a beseeching smile about her 
mouth, more eloquent than any words could 
have been, in its entreaty : " Meet me there !" 
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XIX. 

SUNEISE. 

'' Wb watched her breathing through the night, 
Her breathing soft and slow, 
While on her breast the waye of life 
Kept heaving to and fro.'' 

She was away beyond the hearing of the 
frantic cries of father and sister. The "wave 
of life" was scarcely a perceptible ripple 
through many hours. The physician said it 
was scarcely possible that the dear eyes would 
look again in mortal vision upon any object 
of earth. But as morning came on, the re- 
turning but still wandering mind moved the 
lips to form strange words, which were not 
understood, even when the voice made them, 
audible by any of the heart-broken^ group* 
who longed for some keepsake word fronr the 
lips so soon to pour forth their heavenly song 
of praise. At last the heavy lids were lifted,, 
19* 
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and the eyes wandered from the agonized 
face of the fiither to Dora, and then reated on 
Eazzie, who stood at the foot of the bed; 
there was such an appealing fixedness of ex- 
pression in them, that Kizzie went nearer her 
and said : " Can't you tell me, darling, what 
it is?" The little hand clasped Kizzie's, and 
Bessie struggled to speak. She bowed an 
eager assent, when asked if she had said, 
"Sing." Eazzie hesitated and bowed her 
head upon Bessie's breast, hoping she could 
catch an intimation of the particular words 
she desired to hear. Bessie, with a great effort, 
raised her hand and laid it upon Kizzie's head, 
suggesting at once to Kizzie that she wished 
to hear once more that child's song, which 
had been her greatest fevorite. So Kizzie 
sang as best she could with her aching heart : 

**I tihiok when I read that sweet sfeoiy of old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 
How he called little children as lambs to his fbld, 
I should like to hare been with them then. 

*' I wish that his hands had been plaoed on mj head, 
That his arm had been thrown around me^ 
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And that I might have seen his kind look as he said : 
* Let the little ones oome nnto me.* 

" Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go^ 
And ask for a share in his lore ; 
And if I thus eamestlj seek him below, g 
I shall see him and hear him above, 

** In that beantiM place he has gone to prepare 
Tor all who are washed and forgiven ; 
And many sweet children are gathering therOi 
For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

Bessie closed Iter eyes witlt a satisfied ex- 
pression, and held Kizzie's hand through aH 
the hymn, and after it was ended, when Bessie's 
voice refused to utter the words, her lips still 
formed them over and over again: "Are 
gathering there," " are gathering there." 

The sad-eyed watchers saw in the glory of 
the dawning May-day only a mockery of their 
darkness and grief, and longed to shut out ftom 
this death-chamber the rosy glow of promise, 
which heralded the joyous sun ; but no one 
dared disturb the sacred silence by the neces- 
sary motion. So the glow deepened to crim- 
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son, and at last the sim leaped to the horizon, 
and darted a ray of the risen glory into the 
" eastern-looking windows of this chamber of 
peace ;" it trembled one moment on the clus- 
tering cnrls, then glanced to the closed eyes ; 
at its touch they opened their depths ; there 
was one unblenching, eager look out upon the 
dazzling eastern sky ; then the child sprang 
forward, stretching oat her arms, and cried : 
"Don't leave me I Do wait, mamma; Til 
come I" And the fether who has caught Bessie 
with detaining grasp, holds to his heart in 
Bessie's stead, only that poor little worn-out 
earthly casket, of which the freed spirit which 
has fled home through the path of light^ has 
need no longer. 

Lead out the frantic &ther and sister, from 
the presence of this beautiful memorial of 
Bessie, which still thrills with the joyftil peace 
of her spirit Let no stranger hands, but Kiz- 
zie's tender touch, arrange the soft curls which 
the Bessie of earth loved best to give up to 
her care. Let the delicate rose color of the 
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robe reflect upon the pure cheek a hue like that 
of the arbutus-buds and blossoms, which the 
loving hands of schoolmates have brought in 
luxuriant profusion, where they can give joy 
no longer ; but there let them rest, clustering 
about the head, above which the little hand 
is laid as if carelessly in sleep. 

Lay upon the motionless breast those flow- 
ers which are hallowed by their place yester- 
day upon Christ's table. Then throw wide 
open the shutters, and let the fiill glory of the 
May-day sun do its will, and flood with its 
light the forsaken body, while that of which 
the sun is but a dim symbol is gladdening 
with his beams her enfranchised spirit 
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A GOOD DEACON. 

" But by an equality, that now at this time your abund- 
ance may be a sup^dy for their want^ that their abundance 
also may be a supply for your want, that there may be 
equality." 

Many days have passed. Mr. Hammond 
and Dora are preparing to go abroad, having 
laid away Bessie's shadow as tenderly as if it 
were herself, and sown the seed of the glorious 
coming life in the earth, now busy in putting 
forth from dull, unsightly clods lovely blos- 
soms, telling the same story which it ever re- 
peats from year to year, in the hearing of 
dull-hearted men, that even so from corrup- 
tion shall spring forth glorious beauty at the 
resurrection dawn. 

Kizzie lies in a darkened chamber at Mr. 
Loveland's. It was at first feared by those 
who felt as if they could not let her enter into 
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rest so early in her helpful life, that her spirit 
would free itself, and join Bessie at once in 
the heavenly home. But loving care, through 
God's grace, has been rewarded by her reviv- 
ing; and the children are already merrily 
busy with plans of what shall be done when 
Kizzie shall be well again. 

Miss Blake's school is broken up. All the 
scholars have returned to their homes, except' 
Margaret Huntington, who still lingers, haunt- 
ing Mr. Loveland's door so continually, that 
Jamie proposes building a booth beneath Kiz- 
zie's window for her accommodation. Hannah 
Carr, in spite of her vehement refusal to leave 
Quinnipiac until Kizzie can see her once more, 
has been forced to return home with a mer- 
chant who had come on from there ; but she 
succeeded, before she left, in so arousing 
Jamie's sympathetic interest, that he dis- 
patches to her daily bulletins relative to the 
health of the invalid. 

But Kizzie knows nothing of the beauty of 
this bright afternoon of the awakening year, 
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except from what she hears through the shut- 
tered windows ; the merry notes of canaries 
in barred cages, but allowed a few moments 
of rejoicing in the sunlight ; and the thousand 
nameless indescribable sounds by which a 
blind man can tell that Spring is working. 
Kizzie is not blind, but her eyes are weary of 
image-building on the papered walls, or trac- 
ing strange jBigures in the shadows on the ceil- 
ing, or watching the sleepy motions of a few 
half-awakened flies. So she has closed them, 
and thought is busy drawing on the diut lids 
such bright, natural home-pictures, that she 
hears with some vexation that sound in the hall 
below, of the femily gathering home, for which 
she usually listens in eager impatience, know- 
ing that soon wiQ come gentle knockings at 
her door, and then a little group will gather 
around her, each striving to attain that judi- 
cious medium of conversational vivacity which 
Mrs. Loveland recommends, amusing the in- 
invalid with the doings of the day, still 
awakening no excitement "But, Kizzie, 
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Ejzziel what is the matter? Why do yoix 
jxunp^so hastily from the sofa? That must 
be the light step of Grace Loveland upon the 
stairs !" No, Kiz2de knows better. She feels 
in her heart that what she hears is that which 
nothing can tire when a child's interest caDs 
for it ; that over which physical fe-tigue has 
no power ; which grief never makes languid ; 
which old age can scarcely enfeeble; and 
that, alas 1 for which some listen yearningly 
through the stillness of night — ^to hear nothing 
but their own tears falling; for no sound 
comes to earth from the mother's foot gliding 
lightly over the golden pavement. 

One moment of waiting, and her mother's 
kisses fall upon Kizzie's lips, which have 
parted to receive the like in many a day and 
night-dream through the long separation. The 
history of Kizzie'sjoyftil surprise is suggestive, 
and may be here briefly given. 

Good Deacon Gooledge, of KilUngton, sat 
leaning back in his chair, on a Saturday night, 
with candle in hand, reading devoutly his 

20 
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religious paper. Deacon Cooledge was a man 
after an editor's own heart. His eye did not 
wander hither and thither, snatching up, as 
whimsical fancy suggested, here and there a 
savory morsel. No, indeed I he began at the 
motto, and went slowly and digestively through 
to the advertisements. There was no need of 
the significant hand to point his attention to 
some accurately weighed and carefully mea- 
sured paragraph of special importance. His 
whole mind is given to each sentence ; but this 
is necessarily a work of time ; and now he has 
but just reached the programme of the reli- 
gious anniversaries in New-York, and his eye 
kindles as he reads among the speakera an- 
nounced by the different societies, the names 
of many whom he regards as the Joshuas and 
Calebs of the Church. 

" Wife I the anniversaries are next week 1" 

The worthy woman thus addressed, is a 

notable housewife, and finds no rest for the 

sole of her foot during the entire week, until 

this sweet calm of Saturday night, which. 
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being scrupulously observed as boly time, 
permits her to seat herself in her rocking- 
chair, and take in her lap the old copy of 
Scott's Bible, which has been her sedative for 
two-score years. Her husband's voice makes 
her head spring back into its ordinary posi- 
tion, &om its apparently unnecessary prox- 
imity to the sacred page, and she briskly 
ejaculates : " You don't I" 

" Yes, they begin Tuesday. That was a 
master-sermon Mr. Griswold preached after 
he came home from 'em last spring. Don't 
you remember, wife, the remarks I made in 
the next church-meetijig ? Says I : 'It 
seems as if our pasture' " (an innocent mis- 
take of the deacon's, but occasionally an ap- 
propriate appellation of one whose sensibility 
arid strength are preyed upon pitilessly by 
his flock) " * had been up on to the Mount of 
Transfiguration, and talked with Christ face 
to face.' I hope hell give us another such 
this spring." 

Mrs. Cooledge, who is certainly now fully 
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awake, asks an apparentlj irrelevant ques- 
tion : "How mucli did your wool bring this 
year, Mr. Cooledge?" 

"Fifty cents, Nancy! fifty cents I" an 
swered tlie deacon, hurrying down from the 
Mount into his own productive fields and fold. 

" I declarel I wonder if it did I So much 
more than last year!" 

The deacon peers over his spectacles to see 
what hidden meaning there is in his wife's 
abrupt change in the subject of conversation, 
for he knows she always means something, 
and that her meanings are always worth the 
trouble of finding. But he is baffled, and re* 
turns to his reading xmenlightened. 

But the good wife begins again, apparently 
soliloquizing: "What a time poor Eizzie 
did have with her trunk, when she went on I 
I wouldn't let a daughter of mine, that I pre- 
tended to think so much o^ as the minister's 
folks do of Kizzie, come all the way fix)m 
Quinnipiac in the horrible rickety cars alone ! 
I fh\T\}r for one, that it's his duty to go after 
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her. Tliey haven't heard from her for some 
time, and I know her mother feels anxious 
about her, by the way she looked in prayer- 
meeting this afternoon ; and if Mr. Griswold 
has any of the feelings of a father, he'll go 
and see what's the matter of the child I" 

"Wife! wife! You an't a blaming Mr. 
Griswold, are you ? He'd be glad enough to 
go after Kizzie, and to the anniversaries too, 
if he could afford it — ^ahem 1" And here he 
paused, for a slight suspicion crept into his 
mind, of the congruity between the rise of his 
wool and a pleasure-trip for the fiiithful, ill- 
paid ininister. " When do they expect 
Kezdah home?" he asked somewhat con- 
fusedly. 

" Eight after the anniversaries ; but as you 
were a saying, Mr. Cooledge, I do hope Mr. 
Griswold will give us as edifying a discourse, 
as that was you spoke about with so much 
feeling at church-meeting. 'Twas full as good 
as going yourself, for he brought home all 
the best of them I" 
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" You do beat all natur, Nancy 1" 

As tliis was a frequent apostrophe of the 
deacon's upon a fresh contemplation of some 
salient virtue of his spouse, it elicited no re- 
mark from her, and indeed she seemed too 
much absorbed in her book to notice the rus- 
tling of bank-bills, as the deacon drew forth 
his weH-wom and filled wallet, and counted 
its contents over and over again with noisy 
accuracy. She even held her peace as she 
heard the brush, wielded by the deacon's 
hand, doing execution among his obstinate 
gray locks, and only looked up and smiled, 
as he stood at last before her, booted and 
cloaked, saying : " Do I look well enough to 
go down to the minister's, Nancy?" 

And so it came to pass that the deacon did 
his errand, perhaps not elegantly, but with 
the deUcacy of a kind ieart. 

" Wife and I wanted to go down to Ihe 
meetings next week, but we can't leave the 
fiffm, so we want to send a hand. We'll be 
very much obliged if you'll go in our plaoe^ 
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and pick lip all the good you can to bring 
back to KUlington, and bring Keziah borne 
into the bargain!" And this is the way 
Eozzie came to have so good a nurse, and that 
Dr. Snow declared himself becoming skeptical 
about the potency of tonics and stimulants, and 
scrawled " Mother's love and care" over half- 
written prescriptions. 

Mr. Qriswold, who had made a little visit 
with a college classmate on the way, arrived 
speedily at Quinnipiac, and the shutters of 
Kizzie's room began to be left open. The 
family gathered there, no longer subduing 
their natural gayety, but noisily testifying 
their delight at every fresh glimpse of return- 
ing health in Eazzie. She often heard in the 
midst of all the merriment, " the sound of a 
voice that was still;" but the remembrance 
that Bessie had in sure possession that blessed 
life of which others might be robbed through 
negligence, ignorance, and sin, silenced every 
thing but a feint breath of selfish sorrow. 
Margaret Huntington was a constant visitant, 
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and became so intiinate and confidential with 
Mr. and Mrs. Griswold, that Kizzie playfully 
complained of the extent of her father's and 
mother's interest in Margaret, and declared 
herself comparatively unappreciated and un- 
admired, moving the too sympathetic little 
Kittie to tears, and the rest of the femUy to 
laughter, by the pathetic maimer in which 
she related the story of the hard-hearted 
young woman, who had stolen away from 
her friend the affections of her parents. But 
Kizzie heartily rejoiced to see Margaret yield- 
ing herself with singular docility, to the 
guidance of those whom she felt to be almost 
infallible, and waited, from day to day, to hear 
Margaret speak of "marvellous light." 
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/ 

XXL 

N E W S I 

''Fayob is deceitfol, and beaafy is Tain, but the woman 
who feareth God, she shall be praised.** 

" KizziE 1 Kizzie I guess what is the 
newsl" cried Eiohard Loveland, springing 
up the stairs with three leaps — ^the last in- 
cluding a clearance of the banister — and 
then piroueting about Kizzie's chair to the 
music of finger-snappings. 

Kizzie declared herself no guesser under 
the best circumstances, and at an utter loss 
now, with the whole world before her as a 
field of conjecture, and in the midst of such 
confusion. 

''Well, but it is something about Miss 
Blake's school!" 

" I don't get a ray of light even from that I" 

"Well, I'll tell you, if you'U go down 
stairs. Aunt Esther, isn't she well enough 
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to be carried down to tea to-night, and sur- 
prise the folks when they come in ?" 

Mrs. Griswold thought no harm could come 
of this at all, Eazzie had been gaining strength 
so rapidly; but the young lady demurred, 
and thought she had better wait till the mor- 
row, when her father would carry her down, 
perhaps. But this postponement did not seem 
to meet Bichard's approbation at all ; and so, 
after still more exciting her curiosity about 
his item of news, and dilating upon the 
joy which her unexpected appearance at the 
tea-table would give the whole household, 
interspersed with sundry ingenious exhibi- 
tions of gymnastic skill and feats of strength, 
as if understanding that Kizzie's objection to 
UBing him as a mode of conveyance was 
caused by a fear of being dropped on the way, 
he succeeded in overcoming her scruples, and 
a grand triumphal procession issued from the 
sick-room. First went little Kittie, whose 
powers of locomotion did not as yet include 
the accomplishment of going up and down 
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stairs in womanly feshion, but whose little 
right foot waited on each step for the lagging 
left to overtake its fellow, and who, on this 
occasion, made less rapid advance than usual, 
since she paused at each descent to look up 
at Kizzie, who looked already, she declared, 
" as red and well as could be 1" This pecu- 
liarity of Kittie's movements was usually a 
great annoyance to " big brother Eichard," 
who had been even known to clear his sister's 
head with one bound, when her little person 
embarrassed his impetuous progress down the 
stairs. But this afternoon he submitted to 
the impediment with wonderful self-control, 
as he followed on with his light burden. 
Last of all comes Mrs. Griswold, with a 
happy, thankful face, and wisely provided 
with pillows, lest the invalid's strength should 
have been miscalculated. Kizzie is placed in 
state on a sofe in the library, and before she 
has time to demand the promi^ news, Mar- 
garet Huntington comes in to congratulate 
her on her return to every-day life once more. 
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" Now, Eicliard, tell tus wliat it isl Marga- 
retl what has happened to any of the school 
girls?" 

"Don't tell her, Miss Margaret, if you 
know I" cried Kichard ; " I want to tell her 
myself.'' 

Margaret laughingly said : " Don't be 
alarmed, I know nothing about them, and 
Fm afraid care less, except for one or two ; 
but what is it?" 

" Guess ; it is about Dolly Goodrich !" 
" You actually excite my curiosity 1" said 
Margaret. " If Dolly Goodrich has shown 
herself capable of originating a piece of news, 
do tell us at once what it is." 
"Guess!" 

"I can not ; it must be something super* 
naturally silly." 

"That's sol Dolly Goodrich is married I 
She eloped with one of our fellows, and the 
best, or worst, of it is, that he thought she 
was rich, (you know how she dressed,) and n 
she thought the same of him ; and they're 
both as poor as crows I" 
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"Ohl how Sony I am!" cried Eazzie, as 
her eyes filled with tears. 

" Why, Kizzie, I wouldn't have told you 
for the world, if I hadn't thought it would 
make you laugh." 

"Laugh! Why, Eichard, it's dreadfiil! 
She's only sixteen, and never has even done 
any thing for herself; and she is one who 
can't be happy, unless she has every thing 
which every body else has, and something 
beside. I am afraid she will have a misera- 
ble life." 

" I know he will ; he's awfully in debt, and 
expected Dolly would wheedle a fortune out 
of her father ; but^ lo and behold, he hasn't 
any fortune, and they say he is furious with 
Dolly for what she's done, because he hoped 
her pretty fiice would catch some rich fool, 
and he should be supported by his son-in- 
law!" 

All farther conversation on the subject 
was checked by the arrival of the gentlemen, 
with 'Jamie and Grace, who were all qtdte as 

21 
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delighted as they were expected to be, by 
4 Kizzie's reappearance among them. 

Mr. Loveland claimed the honor of wait- 
ing upon Kizzie to the table, although Rich- 
ard very benevolently said he " would as lief 
carry her as not" 

In spite of an occasional thought of the 
misery Dolly Gtoodrich had brought upon her- 
self by her vanity and folly, Kizzie passed a 
delightful evening, and not many days after- 
ward Mr. Griswold began to think that his 
parish needed his presence, and that Kizzie 
was well enough to endure the homeward jour- 
ney, if taken in stages of moderate length. 

An earnest protest was entered against this 
suggestion by the whole Loveland femily ; but 
the day of separation was finally fixed upon, 
and the general grief was expressed by each 
individual in a characteristic manner. Jamie 
seemed to question this world's arrangements, 
and declared that people who liked each other 
ought to live together, and informed Eazzie, 
confidentially, that when he should have a 
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house of his own, slie was to come and keep 
it Grace's eyes filled with tears whenever 
Eizzie's departure was alluded to; while 
litfle Kittie was so convinced of Mr. Gris- 
wold's instrumentahty in the removal of her 
&vorite, that he was unable to coax her to a 
ride upon his shoulder, and could not appease 
her displeasure, even by singing, with appro- 
priate action, the whole catalogue of her fa- 
vorite ditties. Eichard said nothing, but set 
the chairs down harder and harder, and threw 
aside his cap and books more spiteftdly, as 
the dreaded time drew near. 

Margaret Huntington said so significantly, 
after expressing her grief at the separation, 
^ But, perhaps, I shall see you all again before 
a great whUe," that Kizzie, who had scarcely 
dared before to give her an invitation to the 
parsonage, said, "Why, Margie I do you 
think you could be contented to come and 
make us a long visit in such a quiet place as 
Killington?" and was assured, with almost 
indignant earnestness, that she should like 
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nothing so much ; adding to Mr. Giiswold: 
** I hope your patience isn't entirely exhaust- 
ed with me, sir, for I have a great many 
more questions that I want to ask ; I haven't 
learned the walking-steps yet, much less to 
go alone." 

Hoping to meet again in KiUingtoh during 
the coming summer, the firiends separated, 
and Kjzzie Griswold's six months at Qttmni- 
piac were ended. 
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xxn. 

HOME AGAIN. 

" Who Talae6 most home's wuming soimcU ? 
He who has never crossed its bounds ? 
Or ho whom long privations taught 
To prize its welcome as he ought ?" 

It was evident that some occurrence of un- 
Qsnal interest was anticipated at Killington 
station, as the d^pot-dock indicated the time 
at which the Eastern train became due. The 
loungers, to whom the every-day aflfairof the 
coming in of the train was a necessity of life, 
and who exclaimed, if for ^ny reason they 
had failed to be at their post, '' Eheu I Eheu ! 
perdidi diem 1" (in intelligible English, and 
with more earnestness than the ancient,) were 
astonished at seeing the group gathered upon 
the platform, with bright expectant feces, all 
turned in one direction. There were the 
young, the middle-aged, and the old. Even 
blind Aunt Nabby has found her way to a 
place which she had never expected to visit, 
and stands waiting with the rest, but uncer- 
tain whither to turn her sightless eyes. 

21* 
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School-girls, with meny chatter, impatiently 
walk the platform, while Deacon Cooledge 
bustles about with the air of a man pressed 
with business, and taking a frequent look at 
his staid steed, fastened with unnecessary cau- 
tion at a distance from the station, admires 
the thoughtfulness of his good wife, who has 
placed the pillows of the "best chamber-bed" 
upon the narrow seat of the old-fashioned 
chaise, which has been freshly cleansed and 
brightened for this occasion by the good dea- 
con and his son. 

Aunt Nabb y 's fearfiilness at the whistle of 
the nearing, thundering train, gives great de- 
light to some irreverent boys, who daringly 
run backward and forward across the track, 
till taken captive by their benevolent guard- 
ians. 

The loungers now gather near the entrance 
of the passenger-car, to see what grand arri- 
val is the occasion of such joyful faces and 
eager tongues, and are infinitely amazed to 
see issuing forth, not the idol candidate for 
the Presidential chair, nor even the Hon. 
John Smith, Member of Congress for the 
district — ^no one in the world but "the par- 
son and his femily I" 
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But there is no disappointment on tlie fiiC5e 
of any of the expectant group, unless it be 
Deacon Cooledge's, whose first thought is, as 
he sees Kizzie running from one to another 
of the welcoming company — ^first submitting 
to have Aunt Nabby's seeing hand pass over 
her £9tce, that she may determine what altera- 
tions time and illness have made there, and 
then busy with one and another of the girls, 
asking and answering confused questions: 
" What is the use of Nancy's pillows ?" 

Mrs. Ghiswold is helped into the high 
chaise, and Eazzie lightly climbing after her, 
makes a seat for the deacon out of the else 
superfluous pillows. 

But Kizzie soon finds that the motions of 
the deacon's horse are too moderate for her 
eager desire, so she begs so earnestly to be al- 
lowed to rest herself by walking up the hill, 
that she is at last suffered to dismount from 
the dizzy height, and, caxrying the piUows, 
she runs up the road leading to the parson- 
age, by Deacon Cooledge's house, at whose 
door stands the wife watching the slow-mov- 
ing vehicle, and feeling a fearful sinking of 
heart as she sees no Kizzie there, only the 
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minister's wife and her own good man. But 
her grief and her fear are soon dispersed by a 
hearty kiss from the pillow-laden Kizzie, who 
has crept up unobserved, though she can 
stop but a moment to thank her, and then 
flies on toward home I 

Dinah's &ce is fairly luminous as she sees 
fix)m the window, first Eazzie, light of foot^ 
coming up the church hiU, then Mrs. Q-riswold 
in the imposing vehicle, and last of all, the 
good minister, who had stopped to see a sick 
parishioner on the way ; and she turns to her 
tea-table with intense satis&ction, as she sees 
that Kizzie is not enough of an invalid to 
fail in appreciating her best efforts. 

Soon the reunited fiunily are gathered 
round the table, and Eizzie demands of Dinah, 
why she has put the dusty salt-cellar by her 
plate. 

"Why, it doesn't look as if it had been 
used since I went away 1" 

"Neither has it!" said Mr. Griswold, as 
Kizzie drew forth the spoon, hearing for the 
first time the story of Dinah's embargo ; and 
happy tears fell firom all eyes, as Mr. Gris- 
wold poured out his heart in thankfulness to 
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Him who liad kept them in safety, and united 
them at home, once more, in his love. 

The next week brought two letters to the 
parsonage, of great interest to Kizzie. The 
first shall tell its own story : 

My Deab Kizzie : I suppose I have done 
the absurdest thing a girl can do. But be- 
fore I tell you what it is, let me mention some 
extenuating circumstances. I have known 
Edward Langdon ever since I have known 
any thing, and wrote to him all the time I 
was at Miss Blake's. As soon as I came home, 
he asked me to marry him. .1 laughed at the 
idea at first ; but the end of the whole affair 
is, that I am a married woman! Edward is 
just as good as he can be, and not be a 
Christian. I reckon you will think it funny 
that I should care for that, when I am such a 
heathen myself. But, much as I cared for 
him, I had half a mind to break off the whole 
thing, when I asked him, just before we were 
married, if he were a Christian, and he 3aid 
No. But he promised so good to try and be 
one, and help me towards it all he could, that 
I thought I would venture. I thougjit first I 
would write and ask advice of you ; but al- 
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most before I knew it, I was Mrs. Langdon I 
You know. Western girls do up love affairs 
and matrimony with the speed of a whirl- 
wind. You never saw any one so astonished 
as Edward was, when I said to him, the other 
morning, as we came up from the breakfest- 
table : ' Edward, let's have prayers.' ' Have 
what ?' said he. * Prayers. You and I will 
read a chapter in the Bible, and then you say 
a prayer.' He only laughed at first, as if he 
thought I was in fun ; but I looked as solemn 
as Miss Blake before she gives a lecture, and 
said, ' Edward I I'm in earnest I will run 
right away, and never stay another day with 
you if you won't have prayers ;' and I meant 
it too. Then I brought the splendid great 
Bible that mother had given us, and sat down 
on the S0& beside him, and opened it on 
his knees. He laughed and said: * Where 
shall we read ?' I told him I liked Isaiah as 
well as any thing ; so we read a chapter, and 
after it was finished, I knelt down by the 
sofSa. * Why, Hannah I' said he, * I can not 
pray I I never made an audible prayer in 
my life.' I never said a word, but kept 
kneeling; and he begging me to get up, till he 
was tired and ashamed, and knelt down and 
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repeated the Lord's prayer. Since then we 
have prayers night and morning. If any 
good comes to us through this, it is all owing 
to you, Kizzie Griswold. I told Edward of 
your reproof of my carelessness and wicked- 
ness during the morning exercise at school, 
and he said : * What if that should lead us 
both to Christ?' This is too good to hope, 
Kizzie. We must have you here to help and 
pray for us. Come and be our good angel. 
Write when you will come, and we shall be 
only too happy to send tickets of passage. 
" Yours, gratefully and aflfectionately, 
" Hannah Carb Langdon." 

. The second letter was fix)m Mr. Huntington, 
expressing his gratitude for the kindly inter- 
est which Mr. Griswold and his fiimily had 
shown for his daughter, and begging them to 
gratify Margaret's eager desire, by receiving 
her as an inmate of the parsonage through the 
coming summer months, in the character of 
guest or pupil, as Mr. Griswold's convenience 
and Margaret's inclination should decide. A 
postscript from Margie herseli^ intensified the 
earnestness of the request, so that none of 
them all had the heart to say Nay. 
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Happy in the hope of ministering further 
strength and assurance to Margaret's soul, and 
in doing each common every-day duty as if 
it were the final decisive act of life, we must 
leave the inmates of Killington parsonage ; 
looking to Jesus as the author and finisher of 
their faith, and all the works which this faith 
inspures. Each word and deed of theirs cried 
to their anxious, craving, questioning fellows : 

" Christ is a path, if any be misled ; 

He is a robe, if any naked be ; 
If any chance to hunger, he is bread; 

If any be a bondman, he is free ; 
To dead men, life ; he is to sick men, health ; 
To blind men, sight ; and to the needy, wealth ; 
A pleasure without loss ; a treasure without stealth I*^ 
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